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EIL y to Donornr. | 


Augutt 16, midnight. 


"Tis a all over with your liſter! 'tis all 
over! No longer muſt I entertain any 
hope of ever enjoying happineſs on this 
ſide the grave — happineſs, did I ſay? 
Al muſt not even expett to find peace. 
Wherever peace has fixed her abode, 
let me but make my appearance, and 
_ ſhe _ inſtantly ' vaniſhes. Misfortune, 

which ſo cloſely purſues my ſteps, in- 
yolves every one who comes ncar me. 
Woe betide the perſon, whoever he be, 
who, impelled by a fatal attachment to 
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me, ſhall venture to unite his fate with 


mine! He will ſoon become the object 


of univerſal pity, while my condition 


will only be rendered more deplorable. 


Before I came to intrude , on his 
peaceful retreat, Father Sevin enjoyed 
ſome portion of comfort and fatisfac- 
tion: but ſince I have taken up my 
abode with him, what a wretched re- 


verſe ! At ſight of me, each tranquil 
_ Pleaſure has fled the houſe — never 
more to return. No longer is my uncle 


capable of attending to thoſe domeſtic 


duties which he formerly looked on as 


an amuſement rather than a toil. His 
garden 1s no longer cultivated : —his 


5 favourite birds languiſh, forgotten and 


unfed : — their maſter himſelf withers 


and conſumes: — his youth, worn out 
with care and chagrin, is rapidly haſt- 
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ening away at the approach of pre. 
mature old age: — in fine, his facred 
duties, the moſt holy functions of his 
miniſtry, are become inſupportable to 
him: 1 ſee him carry to the very altar 
-his melancholy reveries — his deep dif- 
traction —his bitter tears — his de- 


ſpair! 


And I, Dorothy, who am the author 
-of ſuch complicated calamity— do you 
think I can remain an indifferent ſpec- - 
tator of the ſcene ? — No! my ſoul, 
harrowed up with racking anguiſh, is 
no longer ſuſceptible of the ſmalleſt 
conſolation. — But, even if this were 
not the cafe, where are now the con- 
ſolations which fortune might have re- 


ſerved. in ſtore for me? — For ſome _ 


days paſt, Monfieur Dolerval appears 
to be full as unhappy as my uncle: 
B 2 


Free 1 


4 EMILY- DE VARMONT. 


like him, he conſtantly wears a counte- 


nance of anxiety, and is immerſed in 
melancholy reveries. A viſible alte- 


ration appears in him from day to day. 
His countenance, now pale and diſ- 
coloured, no longer retains that en- 
gaging ſweetneſs which once, conſti- 
tuted its principal beauty, — but. Pre- 
ſents manifeſt traces of corroding care. 
His eyes too — his eyes, inflamed and 
ſwoln, ſeldom ſparkle with that lively 


_ fire which heretofore gave them ſuch 


animation. Even his voice is impaired, 
Sometimes, confuſed and agitated, he 
ſeems inclined to make us the depoli- 
taries of a painful ſecret which ſeems. 
to ſit heavy on his mind: — but a cer- 
tain fear, apparently bordering on diſ- 
truſt, immediately checks him — and 
he only explains himſelf by half-ſmo- 


thered, hs. : 
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If Father Sevin is not afraid to hear 
the dreadful ſecret, I cannot conceive 
by what unaccountable fatality it Hap- 
pens that he throws every obſtacle: in 
the way.to prevent his communicating 
it. — I believe I have already told you 
that my uncle hardly allows me time*to 
perform the duties of common civility 
to his friend on his arrival. It is not 
muſic that now prevents our conver- 
ſation: — a book is put into Monſieur 
Dolerval's hands the moment he enters 
the houſe — and what kind of book; 
think you? — A book in which the 
author labours to prove that ſordid 
ſelf-intereſt. is the grand principle of 
all our actions, — that, conſequently, 
there is very little of genuine virtue to 
be found in the world, — no: filial ten- 
derneſs, for inſtance, — no fraternal af- 
fection, — no faithful and diſintereſted 
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love, — not even any ſincere friend- 
ſhip ! — But ſuppoſing all this to be 


true, what good purpoſe can it anſwer, 


to preſent mankind with this frightful 
picture of their own deformity? For 
my part, that vile book wounds me to 


the very ſoul ; it afflits — it diſguſts — 


it humiliates— it diſcourages me. And 
as to my. tile, his ſorrows muſt have 
prodigioufly impaired the native good- 
neſs of his diſpoſition, ſince he can 
already take pleaſure in ſuch reading, 


and eſpecially ſince he can perſevere in 


tormenting us with it every day. Don't 


you perceive, Dorothy, that this abo- 


minable ſyſtem, if once adopted, would 
make us deteſt the whole human race? 
— Alas! © no faithful and diſintereſted 


love!“ Is not the very idea dreadful ? 


Not even any ſincere friendſhip !''— 
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I ſhould indeed be tempted to look on 
this odious maxim as true, if the ſcenes 
to which of late I have been a witneſs, 
were long to continue. The one of the 
two friends often forgets the kindneſs 
and attention he owes to the other, 
Father Sevin no- longer addreſſes the 
young man 'in the ſame gentle and 
friendly manner as heretofore — but 
with evident ſymptoms of peeviſh im- 
patience — and ſometimes in a tone of 
aſperity which is abſolutely intolerable. 
But what aſtoniſhes me ſtill more, is, 
that Monſieur Dolerval himſelf very 
frequently gives way to fits of ill-hu- 
mour. The other evening — no, 'twas 
yeſterday — but 'to me it appears a 
whole age — yeſterday evening, Mon- 
ſieur Dolerval — diſguſted, J ſuppoſe, 
as I was, with the book in queſtion — 
flung it down on the table, in rather 
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an abrupt manner, I grant: — but, im- 
mediately ſtruck with this breach of 
decorum, he leaned for ſupport on the 
table, covered his face with both his 
hands, and remained for ſome minutes 
in that attitude of humiliation. Dur— 
ing the interval, Dorothy, I ſaw his 
breaſt heave with rapid and unequal 
throbs, —I perceived ſome tears drop 
between his fingers,—and my heart was 
deeply moved at the fight. At length 
my uncle, who had ſilently obſerved us, 

| roſe from his ſeat, and in a melancholy 
tone of voice, but which on this occa- 
_ fon had nothing offenſive in it, © You 
will allow,” ſaid he to his young friend, 
* that the aukward figure we both ex- 

-bibit at this moment, muſt be very 

far from entertaining to my niece.” 


Though you are pleaſed to {ay we,” 
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replied Dolerval, I can perceive that 
the remark is intended for me alone. 


Ah! if I had but ſufficient reſolution 
to remain at home, and there conceal 


my weakneſs, you would, no doubt, be 


better pleaſed. No doubt, it would 
be much more convenient for you, that 
your friend, ſatisfied at a diſtance with 
the tranquil conſciouſneſs of your hap- 
pineſs, ſhould never come here. to in- 
e it.“ | 


; * 
OO len 


« What !” cried my uncle in a tone 


of paſſion, © You: banter: me then! 
If I were you, Dolerval —if J enters 


tained thoſe” ideas which you have 


dared to expreſs — I would at leaſt be 
generous enough to exert that courage 
1 denn you ſpeak.” 


8 1 haye long e this,” replied 
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Dolerval, now kindling in his turn. 
Lou may rely on it, I ſhall endeavour 
to follow your advice.” 


Accordingly he ſtarted up from his 
feat, and was haſtily retiring, — but 
ſuddenly ſtopped for a moment, and, 


caſting a parting look at me, uttered 


theſe words, in which my uncle fancied 
he perceived an inſult to himſelf and to 
Juliette, but which, to my apprehen- 


ſion, do not convey any diſtin&t mean- 
ing that can poſſibly excite my anger, 


although their ſtrange and myſterious 


obſcurity may give me ſome uneaſineſs 


—“ Undoubtedly, Sir, you are very 
happy in having Mademoiſelle Juliette 


under your roof: but never — ſince you 


force me to ſpeak my mind— never 
could I have thought that you, like ſo 
many 'others, . would one day have a 


_ miece !” 


— 


_ EMILY DE VARMONT. II 


After this ſpeech he immediately 
quitted the houſe. We have not ſeen 
him this afternoon ; and it is now four- 
and-twenty long hours fince he has 
been here. 


I plainly ſee that this laſt quarrel will 
leave a durable reſentment on his mind: 
— my uncle on the other hand, who is 
equally in fault, and who ſtill perſe- 
veres in putting an inſulting conſtruc- 
tion on his words, which were wholly 
enigmatical,— my uncle, I ſay, ſolemn- 
ly.proteſts that on the preſent occaſion 
he will not go in queſt of him. What! 
« not even any real friendſhip!” —Yet, 
after all, is my uncle ſo much to blame ? 
— What buſineſs had that cruel young 
man in this houſe? and how ſtrangely 
did he behave when he was here! If 
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he is married, why does he come to 
diſturb our peace? — and if he is not, 
what great reaſon has he for affliction? 
how can he think of cauſing me ſuch 
uneaſineſs? — It is now full four- and- 
twenty hours ſince I have ſeen him! 
At length my eyes are opened — 
ſomewhat too late, I grant — but I will 
never ſuffer them to be again blinded. 
— That diſtreſſing meafure, which I 


thought impracticable, is the only one 


that I now can adopt: — F muſt flee — 
I muſt go — no matter whither, pro- 
vided.I do but flee to ſome place re- 
mote, far remote, from this ſpot where 
my preſence entails miſery on all a- 
round me. A few days more, equatty 
tedious, equally melancholy with this 
—a few days more, and I ſhall have 
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ſummoned tp ſufficient courage to take 
that ſtep. Yes, I will abandon this aſy- 
lum, which affords no ſhelter againſt 
the inroads of the paſſions : but I will 
carefully avoid fixing my abode in any 
other, however ſecure it may appear to 
me. Its peaceful inhabitants would ſoon 


feel the dreadful influence of that in- 


auſpicious ſtar which rules my fate.— 
Yes! I am determined on it — I will 
paſs, the remainder of my unfortunate 
life in wandering from village to vil- 
lage, without ſtopping any where long- 
er than will be neceſſary to earn by 
manual labour a day's ſubſiſtence: and 
thoſe tedious hours which remain un- 
employed, ſhall be ſpent in the lonely 
receſſes of the moſt gloomy foreſts. 
Thus my condition will become more 
ſupportable : I ſhall have at leaſt the 
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conſolation of thinking that my wretch- 
edneſs is confined to myſelf alone. — 
Oh! I am wretched indeed! — It is 
four- and-twenty hours ſince I have 
ſeen him! 
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EM1LY to Doxor Rv. 
St. Cyr, Auguſt 17. 


I vow, my life ſeems predeſtined to 
be a conſtant ſucceſſion of ſurprifes ! — 
Happily they are ſometimes of ſuch a 
nature as to ſupport my drooping ſpirits 
— to give me conſolation — to reſtore 
me a ray of hope. 

This afternoon, at an early hour, he 
came: but he was not alone: — he was 
accompanied by.. . . no! my eyes 
had not deceived me — it was not the 
work of fancy, that created ſo ſtrong a 
reſemblance between Monſieur Doler- 
val and the unknown woman at the 
foot of the altar. That woman exiſts— 
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ſhe exiſts preciſely the ſame as I thought 
I had ſeen her. This day, at the very 
firſt ſight-I had of her from a diſtance, 
I immediately recogniſed her. My buſy 
memory too faithfully reminded me of 
the time, the place, and the attitude, in 
which I had diſcovered her for the firſt 


| time. 1 


„ And does her unfeeling huſband 
bring her here to triumph over me? 
Does the perfidious wretch dare to face 
me in this manner — to come and in- 
ſult that grief which he himſelf has 
cauſed ?”'— Such were my reflections: 
| — my heart was wrung within me — 
| and I felt the moſt acute mortification 
and chagrin. But conceive, -Dorothy, 


how - great the- joy- which ſucceeded 
that tranſient cloud of anxiety ! Father 
Sevin, with evident marks of the moſt 
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lively ſatisfaction, ran forth to meet our 
fair viſttant, and, in the tranſports of 
his joy, exclaimed © At length we have 
the pleaſure of ſeeing Madame 
He. named her, Dorothy: he named a 
perſon whom Monſieur Dolerval affec- 
tionately loves — but whom he may 
love without offence to any other — a 
perſon whom I myſelt already love, 
from the great encomiums I have heard 
him beſtow on her — a woman endow- 
ed in an uncommon degree with gen- 
tleneſs, ſenſibility, goodneſs of heart — 
poſſeſſed of every virtue, every charm — 
a moſt accompliſhed woman in ſhort, 
Madame D'Etioles! — Yes, Dorothy, 
'twas Madame D'Etioles. This explains 
the whole myſtery of thoſe expreſſions 
“ Come, unite two lovers! — Haſte 
to crown her happineſs and mine!“ 
No doubt he was impatient to-ſce his 
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Eleonora bleſt.— Excellent youth ! he 
knows no other happineſs than that of 
his ſiſter. How delighted ſhe muſt be 
to have ſuch a brother! And how 
proud I ſhould be, if heaven had per- 
mitted ..... Nevertheleſs I am better 
pleaſed that it is ſhe who enjoys that 
advantage — much better pleaſed in- 
deed: — is ſhe not much more worthy 


of it? 


I have not any doubt at preſent re- 
maining— not the ſmalleſt doubt: — it 
is Madame D'Etioles* ſecret which 
chance has brought to my knowledge. 
 — Monſieur Dolerval is ſtill free! at li- 
berty to love any woman who has ſut- 
ficient merit to win his affeCtion ! — It 
was his ſiſter who was married! Oh! 


how delighted I am at the event! She 


is to be commended for it, ſince ſhe 


/ 
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poſſeſſes every qualification that can 
enſure the happineſs of a man of ſenſi- 
bility and diſcernment : — ſhe is much 
to be commended for it. 


She and I have, as it were, ſtudied 
each other in a converſation which to 
me appeared ſhort, and did not ſeem 
long to her, if I may take her word for 
it— nor to her brother, if I may ven- 
ture to form an opinion on the ſubject. 
He inceſſantly watched us both during 
the whole time that this intereſting 
converſation laſted : — and his looks 
but it is impoſlible to deſcribe them.— 
To ſee the attention with which he 
liſtened to me as I ſpoke, you would 
have imagined that his life or death 
ſolely depended on what I was about 
to ſay: and every word that fell from 
my lips, he purſued it, if I may hazard 
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the expreſſion, to his ſiſter's counte- 


nance, in order to diſcover the impreſ- 


ſion it made upon her mind. — L,own 
that Monſieur Dolerval's attention ſeem- 
ed at firſt to be not wholly void of un- 
eafineſs. I felt hurt at the idea: for 
could he ſuppoſe that I would take no 
pains to win the eſteem of a perſon 
who is ſo dear to him, and on whoſe 
opinion I know he ſets ſo high a value? 
or had he any reaſon to fear that I 


ſhould be incapable of gaining her 


good will ?— However that may be, I 


had the good fortune to ſucceed ; and 


his apprehenſions were quickly baniſh- 
ed. But you cannot form an idea of 
the ſatisfaction which beamed on his 
countenance every time that Madame 
D'Etioles was pleaſed to honour Ju- 


liette with an obliging ſinile of appro- 
bation. © I thought he would have run 
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frantic with joy when ſhe firſt conde- 
ſcended to pay me a very flattering 
compliment. In ſhort, I know not 
what ſecret ſympathy prevailed be- 
tween the brother and fiſter — but he 
eagerly returned to her the careſſes 
which ſhe beſtowed on me: — twice 


ſhe embraced me — and twice he miſſy 
ed her hands. 


7 Before 4 took her leave, ſhe la-. 
viſhed on me aloud the moſt pleaſing 
encomiums; then, lowering. her voice, 
ſaid to her brother in an audible whiſ- 
per © I diſcover in her all the unaftected 
graces of innocence - I ſee: modeſty 
and candor perſonified I perceive 
thoſe innate charms of genuine worth, 
which proceed, from the heart alone, 
and which cannot be counterfeited,”— 


* Then,” anſwered he in the ſame 
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tone of voice, © ] muſt be very cul- 
pable indeed!“ 


Hereupon, my uncle, who, though 
without any apparent emotion, gave 
his whole attention to this myſterious 
dialogue, haſtily cried © Yes you are, 
and a thouſand times more ſo than you 
ſuppoſe. To ſuſpect my friendſhip, my 
principles, my condudt— might ſtill ad- 
mit of ſome excuſe : — but her modeſty, 
her virtue, fo juſtly entitled to the moſt 
profound reſpe&t ...... Ah! young 
man! young man ns 


'« Ah! my friend,” exclaimed Do- 
lerval, © pardon me! deign to inter- 
cede for me, and obtain her pardon 
alſo. And you, Madam, will-you not 
allow meme 
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His voice faultered — he was going 


to fall on his knees before me — when 
a look from his ſiſter reſtrained and ſi- 
lenced him, 


In taking her leave of me, Madame 


D'Etioles repeatedly requeſted to be fa- 
voured with my friendſhip : — © my 
friendſhip !”” — charming woman! 


But, Dorothy, what can that inſult 
be, with which Monſieur Dolerval fo 
bitterly reproaches himſelf? Can there 
in fact be, in thoſe words he uttered 
the other day, a hidden meaning which 
renders them an affront to your ſiſter? 
— Well! ſince every one of them will 
have it ſo — fince' he himſelf ſeems to 
acknowledge it — then he has offend- 
ed me. But, if Madame D'Etioles had 
not preyented him, he would have im- 
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plored my forgiveneſs on his, knees 
and what words can be ſufficiently cri- 
minal, to deſerve that I ſhould refuſe to 
pardon him after that? Ah! whatever 
his fault has n his tears have ex- 
_ t. T1 


1 think it almoſt 8 to ob- 
flows that we have had no muſic this 
evening, although at firſt our party 
ſeemed. diſpoſed for a concert. Pro- 
ably that was, on the part of Mon- 
ſieur Dolerval, only a pretext for the 
vifit. | Beſides we had not a ſpare mo- 
ment to think of muſic. But I muſt 
not forget to inform you, that, during 
my converſation. with Madame DEti- 
oles, my uncle's countenance ore that 
air of calm tranquillity, and, I might 
almoſt ſay, contentment, which Jhave 
ſo long wiſhed to! ſee teſtored to; him. 
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It is certain that this delightful even- 
ing's entertainment was ſo pleaſing to 
all the parties, that every. one of us re- 
gretted its being tov * brought to & 
eoncluſion. 


Vor. III. | C 
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EmrLy to DorxoTHY. ; | 
18th Auguſt, nine in the morulng. 


ANOTHER diſagreeable occurrence, 
Dorothy! Has fate determined to per- 
ſecute me for ever? 


This morning Father Sevin was im- 
merſed in one of his uſual reveries, 
when a ſervant came and delivered 
him a note. He read it — changed co- 
lour — and exclaimed “ Ill- fated Ma- 
dame D'Etioles! Poor Dolerval ! — 
Hark'ye, Picard, tell your maſter I 
requeſt he will delay one moment for 
my ſake: — III be with him in an in- 
ſtant —I muſt poſitively embrace him 
before his departure,” 
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« His departure, uncle?“ 
ty Alas! my niece, yes.“ 


Ah! uncle, I beg you will ſhow 
me that letter” 


«* Impoſſible I” 


* Father Sevin, I entreat and con- 
jure you.“ 5 


„ What! the ſecrets of a friend ?” 


« Secrets? — do you think he can 
have any ſecret which he wiſhes to 
. <onceal from: me?” 


© Cruel girl, what is this I hear 
from you?” | 


C2 
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« Uncle, if you have any regard for 
me 


> Ang can you doubt it, J alete Ag 
"rc "1001 


M 1 aſk this ſingle proof of it, 


© In the name of friendſhip, I beg 


you will not aſk it.“ 


102 be | 

« Tt is in the name of bean I do 
aſk it.” ; 

« Well, Madam, take advantage of 
the deplorable ſtate to which you ſee 
me reduced: — complete my wretch- 
edneſs and my ſhame :—force me to 
betray the confidence of my friend : — * 


nay; cruelly compel me at the ſame 


time to furniſh you with weapons 
againſt myſelf,” 
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I faid no more to him, Dorothy: but 
he obſerved that I was overwhelmed 
with grief, and exclaimed © Oh! ſu- 
preme power of beauty | what mortal 
ſo inſenſible as to reſiſt thy influence?“ 
At theſe words he delivered me the 


note, which IJ here tranſcribe, ang. malt 
en with my tears 
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DorzRVAL to FATHER SEvVIN. 
Auguſt 18, 


JUDGE, my friend, whether I am not 
much to be lamented. I muſt inſtantly 
quit this ſpot which was every day be- 
coming more and more dear to me — 
and I leave Madame D'Etioles plunged 
in the deepeſt affliction.— The huſband 
of Eleonora is an upright man — and 
the wicked will never ceaſe to perſe- 
cute him. Four days after his mar- 
riage, he tore himſelf from the arms of 
his bride, —a happy turn of affairs 
ſeeming to demand his ſpeedy depar- 
ture for the capital: but on the very 
night of his arrival in Paris he was 
dragged from his bed, and plunged 
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into the abyſſes of the Baſtille. We 
have juſt received the dreadful news of 
this event; and it becomes indiſpen- 
fablyi:heceſſary that I ſhould inſtantly 
ſet.out for Verfailles, where I muſt re- 
main 'a ſufficient length of time to 
make a variety of applications, in his 
favour — though, with what degree of 
ſucceſs, no human foreſight can deter- 
mine. — Oh!] my poor ſiſter 


My friend, I recommend her to your 
tender care and attention: and this de- 
poſit, ſo dear to my heart, is not the 
only or the deareſt one intruſted to you. 


My friend, do not inform your ador- 
able niece that I burn for her with a 
flame which ſhall never be extinguiſh- 
ed,— that the moſt exalted happineſs I 
aſpire to, is that of poſſeſſing her, 

C4 
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that I am determined, at whatever 


price, to merit hey; no] tell her no- 


thing of all this. My behaviour has 
been ſuch as to juſtify your diſtruſt, 
your anger, and perhaps her enmity. 
But condeſcend, at leaſt, to aſſure: her 
that my injurious ſuſpicions, even when 
ſhe ſhall have conſented to bury them 
in eternal oblivion, will ſtill - continue 

to be a torment to my remembrance. 
— Adieu! how hard that I muſt be 
obliged to ſet out on my journey with- 
out once more ſeeing her — Adieu] 


* 
jeu! : L 1 13 11 4 $79 
N * 
1 i g 1 e * 
4 { [ yz CSF 7 y 


EMILY DE VARMONT. 133 


EMILY to DOROTHY: 72 * 


18th » Angut ten at night. 

127 ö „nn gon 
My uncle was not . gone before 
E ſa him return, accompanied by his 
young friend.“ Behold; Juliette,” ſaid 
he, I bring him back to you, ſo tho- 
roughly convinced of his error, that he 


did not dare to come without your 


order and my permiſſion.” | 
1. il 

« I depart, Madam,” ſaid Dolerval, 
« in the deepeſt affliction at. the 
thoughts of quitting you: and it would 
render me completely miſerable, were 
you to ſuffer me to entertain the idea 
that I carry with me your reſentment, 
which I have but too well merited. 


Cs 
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Ah! deign at leaſt — I entreat you, in 
the name of that tender compaſſion 
which ought not always to be refuſed 
to thoſe who are deeply ſenſible of 
their faults, — deign to give me ſome 
hope that you will one day pardon...” 
re, Dorothy, his voice was ſtifled 
with ſobs — and he was unable to pro- 


* . 
OS 

b . 
* ' 


, « Yes, yes!” replied I, “ you have 
my pardon — and return as ſoon as 
poſſible.” 


Theſe laſt words, which he did not 
expect or require, eſcaped me through 
inadvertency. Immediately he fell on 
bis knees. before me — immediately he 
preſſed my hand to his boſom. Not a 
ſyllable dropped from his lips: but 
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where is the language ſufficiently ener- 
getic to expreſs the thouſand unſpeak- 
able things which his eloquent ſilence 
and his ardent looks conveyed to my 
heart? Perbaps, in that moment of 
ſurpriſe and tumultuous emotion, I 
may have expreſſed my feelings in the 
ſame manner: I know not — but at 
leaſt I am glad that I cannot poſitively 
aſſert it —.although I do not wiſh, Do- 
rothy, to diſguiſe or conceal any cir- 
cumſtance from your knowledge. 


At that inſtant my uncle exclaimed 
“ Ts it not a ſin to thwart their mutual 
affection, ſo tender, ſo innocent and 
pure? Ah! Dolerval, ah! Juliette, en- 
joy your rights! happy pair! are you 
not at liberty to adore each other? 
There can be no crime in your attach- 


ment!“ | 
C6 
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The tone in which he pronounced 
theſe laſt words, inſtantly reminded me 
of the mortifying ſenſations that muſt 
have been excited in his boſom by the 
ſcene which he witneſſed. I immedi- 
ately made an effort — perhaps a pain- 
ful effort — to recover from the ecſtatic 
delirium” which had ſeized” me and 
defired Dolerval to retire: But, without 
waiting for his obedience to my com- 
mand, I myſelf haſtily ran out of the 
room ö 1 | | I. 


a He remained but a moment after 
me; and as he was going out of- the 
houſe, repeatedly exclaimed to Father 
Sévin, Tis 50 life Pratt for life!“ g 
1090 5 gas 1 © 7 310) 701 
On my 0 too, . forts in 
vain would I ſtruggle againſt an irre- 
ſiſtible power —'tis for life. 


| 
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centuries — are now elapſed ſince his 
departure; and the deep. affliction of 
his ſiſter ſeems to afford too ſure. a. pre- 
ſage that he will not ſpeedily. return. 

I know not how I could find ſufficient 

ſtrength to ſupport me during this té- 

dious abfence, if the company of Ma- 
dame D'Etioles did not come in to my 


aid. We viſit her every day. The ador- 
able woman! a thouſand times, in 
looking at her, I fancied he was before 
my eyes. It is not however the bare re- 
ſemblance between their beautiful fea- 
tures that ſtrikes me: — nol that ex» 
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gaging woman poſſeſſes moreover all 
thoſe charms which are the moſt capti- 
vating in. him — his faſcinating manner 
— his winning addreſs — his tone of 
pleaſing ſenſibility, which breathes the 
moſt conſummate goodneſs of heart. 
In particular, ſhe diſcovers, the mo- 
ment I make my appearance, that air 
of lively ſatisfaction which her brother 
. Her brother, ſhe fays, makes 
mention of me in every one of his letters 
to her: — but when will ſhe ſhow me 
thoſe letters from her brother? —He is 
the conſtant theme of our diſcourſe ; 
| for I plainly perceive: that to converſe 
about him, is the only conſolation of 
which Madame D'Etioles is at preſent 
ſuſceptible. When 1 ſpeak to her of 
her own afflictions, ſhe is unable to re- 
ply — her tears immediately begin to 
flow : — I mingle mine with hers; —- 
: a 1 
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and Father Sevin . . . . he, poor man! 
is the moſt wretched of the party: 
he muſt not dare to complain — he 
muſt not ſhed tears 


Heretofore he ſought my company 
Lat preſent he ſtudiouſly avoids me. 
All thoſe hours which he is not obliged 
to ſacrifice in the performance of his 
facerdotal duties, he ſpends in the gar- 
den, in that gloomy arbour, for which 
he ſhows of late an uncommon predi- 
leftion, Oft do T fee him walk in it 
with long and haſty ſtrides, till at 
tength, exhauſted with fatigue, he finks 
on a ſeat : nor can I venture to go and 
rouſe him from thofe profound and 
melancholy reveries, leſt, by the at- 
tempt, I ſhould only aggravate: his af- 
fiction. Hitherto there was but one 
mode I could think of, to recall him to 
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the preſbytery — Muſic, ſtill poſſeſſes 


her wonted influence over bim — I 
have found neyertheleſs that the ſounds 
of the piano were alone inſufficient to 
attract him: — to produce that effect, 
it, becomes. negeſſary to accompany it 
with my voice. As. ſoon as my notes 
are heard in his ſolitary receſs, he im- 
mediately. quits it, — inſtinctively ap- 
Proaches the houſe, — advances. to the 
parlour where I am playing. — ſtops. at 
the door and there liſtens with ſilent 
motionleſs attention. — A great change 
has taken place in him, Dorothy, 
which has, not eſcaped my notice: — 
thoſe lively airs. of which he was once 
ſo-fond, have now little power to rouſe 
him from his reveries : — it is only by 
plaintive tunes that I can ſoothe his 
melancholy. — The moment, however, 
that I ceaſe, be immediately returns to 
8 
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his ſolitary arbour; and if 1 wiſli to 
haſten his flight, I have only to hum a 
ſtanza of my favourite ballad. 
50) of enn . 19103 2d 2iU99 
But this afternoon 1 was as deeply luoll 
tified on finding it impoſſible to obtain 
my uſual ſucceſs. hibeatttof coming as 
far as the parlour door my unfortu- 
nate unole ſtopped undet'therwindow. 
Wearied with my long-eohtinued but 
fruitleſs efforts, I at length ſtepped down 
into the garden, where I found him 
ſtretched on a ſtone bench, in à Kind 
of lethargic doze. Tou may judge of 
his condition, Dorothy, when I inform 
you, that, on awaking from his trance, 
he felt himſelf too weak to pay Ma- 
dame D'Etioles a viſit : — he had only 
fufficient ſtrength to creep to that fatal 
arbour, where I again ſawy him ſink ãn- 
to a ſtate of annihilation, as it were: 
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and notwithſtanding all the cares and 
attentions which-my hnxiety ceuld ſug: 
geſt, it was not till ſun- ſet that he 
could be prevailed on to return W the 
5 88. DEV Ino 10 396 
| eto of 51d 10 40 Ben &9 on 
On bis — 1 es him 
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remind him that four- and · twenty hours 
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At theſe words he retired to his 
chamber: I can ſee that his candle is 
ſtill burning; and though I ſhould riſe 
to-morrow with the ſun, I ſhould no 
doubt find that Father Sevin was al- 
ready up before me. I have indeed 
.every reaſon to think, Dorothy, that a 
very ſmall portion of his 3 is de- 
voted to leep. 


In preſenting you with this alarming 
picture of his ſufferings, I feel that 1 
clearly point out the road which it be- 
comes my duty to purſue, "There is no 
longer any room for heſitation — not a 
moment to be loſt I muſt fly. How 
can I think of prolonging my ſtay in a 
houſe where I am the ſource of perpe- 
tual torment to the moſt generous, the 
moſt unfortunate of men? — I muſt 
quit it: — my abſence cannot cauſe 
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here any calamities that will bear the 
fmalleſt compariſon with thoſe which 
ariſe from my preſence. — But then, 

what is to become of me? — !] know 

not; — but I muſt depart, 

8 eee and mall neu Doler- 

val, on his return, not find me here? — 

He would not ſurvive the ſhock ! And 

Imyſelf .... . Dorothy ! my dear Do- 
rothy! do I fondly indulge a ground- 

leſs hope? do you think that Madame 

D'Etioles .. . . But whether ſhe 
admits or . me, | mu 1 1 from | 
| * een 
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Tours, Auguſt 15 noon, 


Tas morning I roſe at a very early 
hour. — My uncle was already in! the 
parlour. — ** What!“ ſaid he: © fo 
early | It ſeems, then, you foreſaw that 
it would be well to have a long morn- 
ing before us.” ee IO 
He then W to me to take a 

turn in the garden: we walked there 
for a conſiderable time, and viſited 
every part of it except the arbour. 
At length he requeſted me to water 
ſome flowers, — next to train up the 
drooping branches of a neglected wood- 
bine, — then he whiſtled to his pretty 
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little feathered favourites, that they 
might come all together to receive my 
careſſes. A moment after, at his own 
deſire, we returned to the parlour, 
where I had much leſs difficulty than I 
expected in prevailing on him to take 
ſome breakfaſt with me. — Soon after, 
he preſſed me to ſing: and at length, 
as the clock ſtruck nine, he roſe from 
his ſeat in evident agitation, and 


“ Come,” ſaid he: © it is time, Juli- 
ette—it is time.. . . We did not ſee 
Madame D'Etioles yeſterday : — will 
you do me the favour of delivering her 
this note MI | 


| « With the greateſt nn uncle.“ 


I was immediately ſetting out: — 
he recalled me — 
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„What! in ſuch haſte ! Alas -whis 
ther) are yo hUurry ing away ?.-— One 
moment, Juliette! I requeſt but ons 
arena 

N Dear * I * wiſhed, by my 
readineſs and Rc to give n A 
l 5 88 , 


He did not allow me to finiſh the 
eee in the moſt melting 
and at the ſame time the moſt heart- 
piereing tone, © Adieu, Juliette!” ſaid 
he: adieu, my child. But I ſhall 
preſently... .. . My niece,” added he, 
interrupting his unfiniſhed purpoſe, 
ce the ſhorteſt journey may become a 
long abſence :!— do not go ne 


nn me adieu! on 


9 What i is this I hear? — Tou alarm 
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me !— Surely you have not conceived 
any ſiniſter. er 3 your: own 
fe?” of 35090 bf 41oilyt anamorr: 
| | „ Je 
«], my child? — I? lt ſeems then 
you ill know me as yet! — I may be 
aunfortunate ; but never, never Will I 
conſent to commit an intentional crime! 
— Baniſh your fears, Juliette! I am 
determined to live : — alas !; I will live. 
. . . . . And you, meanwhile, my dear 
and amiable girl, go — deliver that 
letter to Madame D Etiolea and 
n adieu!“ „ 1 9t 
-At theſe words he ſunk « on "his cha 
— a ſudden alteration in his counte- 
nance betrayed evident ſymptams of 
the moſt violent ititernal:;;agitation, — 
and a convulſive tremor ſhook his whole 
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% Ah! uncle! dear uncle!” ex- 
claimed I. 


« Be not alarmed at my ſituation:“ 
replied he. © My eyes have long for- 
got to weep. The tears, unable to find 
a paſſage, ſcald my diſtracted brain — 
if I can give them vent, I am ſafe. — 
But, go, my child — why don't you go? 
IJ command you to go, in the name of 
the greateſt ſacrifice of which a man is 
capable — in the name of the ſacrifice 


which I feel myſelf bound to make.” 


« Adicu, uncle! my dear uncle, 
adieu!“ | 


as Go. J uliette? charming girl! go! 
—and if ever you deign to beſtow a 
thought on me — ah! think of me, I m 
conjure you, not barely with com- 
Vol. III. D 


— —— 


F —˙1 nam 
— —1t¹Q eerie. 


— & - 
— OW — — — 
Be _— — - —— — . 
— et ets — 
4 — 
. mt —— — — — 
- * [> — OY 


ne — 
— — 


30 _EMILY DE VARMONT. 


paſſion — but alſo — for perhaps I have 
deſerved it — with good-will and eſ- 


| teem! 10 


Theſe laſt words excited in my bo- 


ſom a tender emotion which I was 
unable to controul. My uncle ſtretch- 
ed forth his hand to me — I caught it 


— affectionately ſqueezed it preſſed 
it to my lips — let fall on it a tear — 
and ſuddenly darted out of the houſe. 


As I paſſed through the court-yard, I 


heard the heart-rending ſighs of the 
poor prieſt ; and as I was ſhutting the 
outer door of the preſbytery, another 
adieu reached my ear. That was the 
laſt one, Dorothy: but, were I to live 


à hundred years, I ſhall n ban it. 


: * ſaon arrived at Madame D'Eti- 


oles',. agitated to a degree that I can- 
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not deſcribe. Not only was my mind 
diſturbed by the ſcene I had juſt wit- 
neſſed : — but being aware of the per- 
haps indiſcreet requeſt contained in the 
letter I had delivered, I waited with the 
moſt lively anxiety to ſee the effect 
which its peruſal would produce, — It 
was read over — devoured as it were — 

in an inſtant: and Madame D'Etioles 
at the ſame moment exhibited tokens 
of ſurpriſe, of ſorrow, and of joy. 
Then, inſtead of entering into any ex- 
planations, ſhe took me by the hand, 
and, conducting me into an adjoining 
apartment, © My dear Juliette,” ſaid 

| the, © this is the chamber which re- 
queſt you. occupy. In my horſe, be 
your own abſolute miſtreſs — deign to 
become to me a ſecond ſelf. Ah! if- 


you have occaſion for my conſolations, # 
I ſtand in no leſs need of yours.” 
D 2 
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It is not Madam, but My friend, 
that you muſt call me,” replied ſhe, 
embracing me. | 


« My friend, then, my generous 
friend, I know not what Father Sevin 


may have written to you: — but if you 


knew in what a condition I left 
. | 


« You ſhall ſoon ſee what he has 
written,” replied ſhe, putting the letter 
into my hand: “ but as to his condi- 
tion, you may make your mind eaſy on 
that ſcore, I'll ſend him a ſè Want, who 
ſhall watch over him, and never quit 
him for a moment. You may depend 
upon it, that the greateſt care ſhall be 
taken of him, Dolerval and I are ſuf- 
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ficiently rich to make the neceſſary pro- 
viſion for his friend, and to take care 
that he want for nothing. — But I quit 


2 71 you 13 a while: you ſeem to ſtand in 


need of quiet and retirement: when 
you chooſe to join ſociety again, you 
know where to find me.“ 


At theſe words ſhe quitted the room. 
— I remained aſtoniſhed and confound- 
ed at the noble ſimplicity of manner 
with which this divine woman loaded 
me with favours. 4 
p 1 will not undertake, Dorothy, to tell 
you what a flood of tears I ſhed on 
reading the letter from my unfortunate 
uncle; — I content myſelf with ſending 
you a copy of it. 


D 3 
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FaTHER SEVIN to MADAME 
D'ETIoLES. 


* 


St. Cyr, 28th Auguſt, two in the morning. 


AT length my hour is come. The 
«darkneſs of the night by which I am 
furrounded- is leſs gloomy than that 
mental darkneſs which begins to ob- 
ſecure my reaſon; My virtue my too 
feeble virtue begins to totter. One 
day more, and I ſhall perhaps loſe all 
the fruits of my painful reſiſtance, — 
perhaps inſult her modeſty by a con- 
feſſion which ought never to reach her 


* 


ears. hour is come! every cir- 


cumſtance imperiouſly demands the 
cruel ſacrifice. Quick] let a ſeparation 
3 take place! — Let a great 
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misfortune ſave me from a greater: 
and ſince I muſt at all events loſe her, 


ah! let me at leaſt loſe her without 


having given her offence. 


Iis you, Madam, who are beſt en- 
titled to the honour of receiving her. 
Your virtues give you a juſt claim to 


the privilege of being intruſted with the 


object of your brother's innocent at- 
fection, and of my guilty paſſion. Guil- 


ty! — but why guilty? why ' ſhould 


there exiſt ſuch a difference between 
the unfortunate Sevin and the happy 
Dolerval? Why where thoſe unjuſt 
inſtitutions eſtabliſhed, which deprive 
me'of thoſe rights that he is permitted 
to enjoy? By what ſtrange perverſion 
of Nature's law am I forbidden to be a 
man as well as he? What power on 


earth has a right to prohibit the exerq 


D 4 
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cife of thoſe faculties with which the 
Almighty has endowed me, and which 
1 ſtill retain unimpaired ? — Ah! un- 
feeling law-makers, who without a 
bluſh have decreed, that, from the day 
when I ſhould enter into holy orders, LI 
muſt ceaſe to love the faireſt, lovelieſt 
object under heaven, — why did you not 
at the ſame. time provide that I fhould 
no longer poſſeſs eyes to ſee, ears to 
hear, and, above all, that I ſhould no 
longer poſſeſs a heart to feel? ' _ 


| | "Vf $2075) ih 57551 
But what concern do they feel at the 
injuſtice, the abſurdity, the impractica- 
bility of the laws they impoſe on their 
\inferiors? They themſelves every day 
trample thoſe laws under foot. It is 
only for us they have enacted them — 
for us whom they would deem un- 
Porthy of their notice, if it wete not 
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that they derive ſome advantage from 
our oppreſſion, — for us, a vile, degraded, 
deſpiſed race — and deſervedly deſpiſ- 
ed, ſince, enſlaved as we are, we are 
ſtupid enough to glory in our obedient 
ſubmiſſion to their iron yoke, 


And though one of our body ſhould 
be inclined to diſobey them, how can 
he burſt the fetters with which they 
keep him bowed down to the ground ? 
As to myſelf — luckleſs man! — do I. 
in the condition which I have been 
compelled to embrace — do I ſtill re- 
tain even the human figure? What 
woman I mean what virtuous modeſt 
woman like Juliette — could, on ſeeing 
me clad in this garb of proſcription, 
even ſuſpect that I belong to the hu- 
man ſpecies? And if, prompted by 
fooliſh hope, I had ventured to ſay to 
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her, © Juliette! I muſt poſſeſs you, or 
my death is the conſequence,” — would 
ſhe not have immediately anſwered, 
*'Thoughtleſs, inconſiderate man! what 
propoſal can you make? View that 
funereal veſt that envelops your limbs : 
— it is in my eyes a conſtant badge of 
your reprobation : — it is the dreſs of 
mourning — and for yourſelf you wear 
it, Go, wretch! haſte to open the * 
gates of Hymen for whoever demands 
admittance ; but you muſt never pre- 
ſume to enter the temple yourſelf: you 

would bring to the altar only unavail- 
ing vows: your God can no longer 
admit them, ſince he is prohibited by 
human laws!“ 


Oh! what a material difference it 
would make, if I were allowed to re- 
ſume the dignity of my nature in ſome 
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other profeſſion, though deemed leſs 
honourable than that in which I am 
now placed! Then, perhaps, the 
happy Dolerval would not fo eafily 
have carried off the prize! I would 
have ventured to have diſputed it with 
him — yes, I would have diſputed it 
with him, or with the moſt 'amiable 
man upon earth : — the moſt amiable ! 
but who better deſerves that name, 
than the man who poſſeſſes the greateſt 
portion of ſenſibility? Who could 
have more ardently loved and adored 
her than'I?...... Oh happineſs! oh 
bliſs ſupreme ! ſhe might have become 
my wife! ſhe might have loved me! I 
might have been able to obtain her — 
Obtain her? — avaunt the idea! it is 
dreadful— it is inſupportable — it kin- 
dles a devouring flame in my boſom — 
my feveriſh blood boils in my veins — | 


„ 


|. haunted my imagination! what a ſitu- 
* 


Go kurt DE VARMONT. 


I feel my heart torn with anguiſh 
my ſoul overwhelmed with deſpair ..... 
But, what noiſe; what tumult aſſails 
my ears? —The rage of the tempeſt is 
let looſe — the forked lightning fur- 
rows the dark concave of heaven — 
the loud-roaring thunder breaks the 
ſtill filence of night! — Await, thou 
avenging God! await! I haſte to meet 
thy bolt - I haſte — and may it in- 
ſtantly ſtrike me to annihilation! 


Four o' clock in the morning. 


How came I to interrupt my letter? 
what unknown power conveyed me to 
the arbour where I juſt now found my- 
ſelf? what an oppreſſive ſleep over- 
came me there ! what ſtrange dreams 
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ation was that from which I have juſt 
emerged! — Let's ſee —let me read 
what I had written te tempeſt ! 
lightning! thunder!“ alas! on awak- 
ing, all nature was calm and ſerene ; — 
the tempeſt muſt have raged only in my 
own boſom, 


Ah! in pity, remove from my fight 
this young woman whoſe preſence 
gives me both pleaſure and pain, 
whoſe voice ſoothes and torments me, 


— whoſe looks attract and inflame me, 
ſe 


this dangerous woman, in ſhort, w 
every word ſinks deep into my rem@ 
brance,— whoſe every geſture ap- 
plaud,— whoſe every motion I admire, 


— and whoſe every motion, every, bel | 


ture, every word, Carries an irrefifti 
charm that-faſcinates all my ſenſes! 1 


Let her be removed from my iche 1 


* 
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let her be taken away! — let her be 
torn from me! it is full time — if it 
is not already too late 
Into your hands, Madam, I ſurren- 
der her: — it is now your turn to af- 
ford her protection. — Even her per- 
ſonal ſafety requires that you ſhould be 
informed' of the cruel perſecutions ſhe 
| has already undergone in ſuch early 
youth: and when the humiliating con- 
feſſion of my own wretched condition 
__eſcapes me, can ſhe refuſe to pardon me 
fl. 0 revealing the ſecret of her misfor- 
* which are totally exempt from 
ſhane or diſgrace? — I have not the 
ſmalleſt doubt on the ſubje&: to en- 
terta a doubt, would be an unpar- 
able crime.—There exiſt, Madam 
= would you believe it ? — there exiſt 
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hating this accompliſhed maſter-piece 


of nature and education! Be it your 


taſk to defend Juliette from their rage: 
conſole her for their injuſtice, which 
will find no imitators. Juliette ! did I 
ſay? — no, ſhe is not Juliette: ſhe is 
not the niece of the humble Sevin. 
Heaven muſt have intended that ſhe 
ſhould be born of noble extraction; 
and it has not done her juſtice, if it did 
not place her on a throne. Calm and 
undiſturbed in my peaceful retreat, 1 


knew not that the Almighty had taken 


pleaſure in forming a creature ſo ſupe- 
rior to all the reſt of the human race. 
One day ſhe came at the firſt dawn of 
the morn — but the bluſh of morn was 
leſs beauteous than the tints which 
glowed on her youthful cheek — ſhe 
came, accompanied by all her graces— 
charming in her terror — powerful in 
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her diſtreſs — irreſiſtible in her forlorn 
condition, She appeared — ſhe ſpoke 
— ſhe entreated — her every word was 
a command. Fool that I was! I eſ- 
teemed myſelf happy to afford ſhelter 
to this daughter of heaven! Raſh, 
thoughtleſs man ! I did not reflect, that, 
although it may be poſlible to reſiſt Na- 
ture -when her voice alone is heard, 

ſhe becomes irreſiſtible when ſhe has 
ſtrengthened her own power by the ſu- 
preme power of beauty. 
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py How dearly have I paid for this 
- miſtaken confidence! and yet, ſuch is 
my folly, that, notwithſtanding all I 
have ſuffered —notwithſtanding all I 
am ſtill doomed to ſuffer — there is no 
misfortune 'which I would more dread 
than that of relapſing into my former 
indifference. I have ſucceſſively and 
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colleQtively felt, in their full force, all 
thoſe. pleaſing and painful ſenſations 
which can be excited in the human 
heart by that paſſion which ever reigns 
paramount over all the hoſt of ſubordi- 
nate paſſions that follow in its train. I 
have experienced the firſt riſing tu- 
mults of love in my boſom — its mo- 
deft confuſion — its timid rE&veries'— 
its melting languor — its courageous 
ſelf-denial — its virtuous ſacrifices. I 
have taſted.' the-paipfyl pleaſure of -its 
firuſtgles— the charming deluſiom of its 
hopes — the rapid enchantment of its 
delirium.— Alas! I have not always 
been able to reſiſt its pdwerful energy, 
its ardent defires,..its guilty projects. 
And, for my greater torment, I have 
felt the influence of cruel jealouſy, 
which, like a corroding vulture, preyed 
upon my heart — and, though 4 hun- 
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dred times ſubdued, has proved as of- 
ten victorious. Ah! Dolerval! ah, my 
friend! pardon me: — you may ſafely 
do it — you ought to do it —'tis no 
difficult taſk- for a ſucceſsful rival to 
ſhow his elemency. Happy Doleryal! 
you, who poſſeſs ſufficient merit to 
pleaſe her, are worthy to obtain her. 
Let her be for ever yours! you will 
render her happy — and that is the 
only pleaſure I am permitted to look 
toi: e my! Ui) Ireaſbeoofoldtion ariſes 
from ae of ſeeing her e ene 
8 8 Mantiiogdogoos Pig 

49 7 alt . 6 
Tell . Madam No! tell 
"i nothing at all — but ſhow her this 
letter — I requeſt you will ſhow it to 
her. Alas! when you read it, I ſhall be 
alone in the wide world — abſolutely 
alone! Her preſence will no longer 
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adorn my humble abode: — I ſhall 
have loſt her — for ever loſt her! — 
The unfortunate Sevin will be, to her, 
as one numbered with the dead.—Ah! 
Juliette! retain at leaſt ſome memorial. 
of me — accept this teſtimony of your 
own power and of my weakneſs : — 
deign to accept and preſerve it. If it 
betrays an unfortunate paſſion which 
ought never to have been revealed to 
you, — you will alſo find in it a teſti- 
mony of that profound reſpe& from 
which I have never ſwerved in your 
preſence — of that truly religious ve- 
neration with which your ſuperior vir- 
tues never ceaſed to impreſs me, even in 
oppoſition to the powerful influence of 
your Charmy, 


I, meanwhile, after the lenient hand 
of time ſhall have poured balm into 
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the wounds of my heart — will indulge 
the ſweeteſt, fondeſt remembrance : — 
I will repair to that garden where J 
have ſeen her take a pleaſure in tend- 
ing the ſhrubs and flowers — dextrous 
as the Graces —light as young Ze- 
phyr. My foot ſhall tread in the print 
of her ſteps — my care ſhall be em- 
ployed in perpetuating thoſe flowers 
; the one that ſhe mind with her 
preference — the fame that has ſince 
been my favourite —ſhall be taught to 
55 repeat her name. Oft will I fit by that 
inſtrument whoſe vocal ſtrings were 
awaked into harmony divine by the 
rapid and mafterly touch of her fingers: 
there, with attentive ear, I'll endea- 
vour to catch the floating ſounds of her 
enchanting voice: — but never, never 
will 1 dare to to profane by a ſingle look 
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the ſanftuary where ſhe paſſed her 
peaceful nights. 


Thus, in the deep ſolitude of my re- 
treat, every thing will ſtill remind me 
of Juliette; nor ſhall her adored image 


be effaced from my remembrance, till 
life ſhall be no more. 
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EmMiLyY to DoroTay. 
Tours, September 10, 


How poignantly I feel your new afflic- | 
tions, my dear Dorothy | — how I re- 


gret that I cannot fly to Paris to afford 


you every conſolation in my power! 
But my mother's hatred, and the ſa- 
vage barbarity of her ſon, have for ever 
ſeparated me from my ſiſter : — of all 
the misfortunes which their injuſtice 
has entailed on me, this is the moſt cruel, 
and I every day more ſenſibly feel it. 
How completely wretched muſt I my- 
ſelf be, when every individual in whoſe 


welfare I take an intereſt, is involved 


in misfortune! This woman, whoſe 
every day, every hour, is marked by 
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ſome beneficent deed,— whoſe greateſt 
pleaſure is to ſeek out the unfortunate, 
and adminiſter conſolation to. them,— 
whoſe: thoughts ſeem entirely engroſſed 
with the means of diffuſing happineſs 
on all around her,— who ſtudies inceſ- 
ſantly to afford me freſh proofs of her 
tender friendſhip — well! fate conti- 
nues with unwearied perſeverance to 
put her fortitude to the fevereſt trials! 
— and her brother. . . it appears 
as if he were never more to return! 


You may perhaps recollect, that, 
during the firſt days of my reſidence 
here, I was ſurpriſed that Madame 
D'Etioles did not, in the moſt diſtant 
manner, attempt to queſtion me re- 
ſpecting my ſecrets, which were partly 
revealed in my uncle's letter. Since 


that time have reflected that this con- 
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duct may on her part be a neceſſa- 
ry inſtance of diſcretion — a delicacy 
which circumſtances in ſome meaſure 
compet her to obſerve : — for, in fact, 
how can ſhe with propriety expect that 
I ſhould freely unboſom myſelf to her, 
while ſhe cannot on the other hand ho- 
nour me with.her unlimited confidence? 
The world at large think ſhe is ſtill a 
widow and ſhe herſelf continues to 
leave me in the dark reſpecting her ſe- 
cond marriage. I do not intend either 
to ſurpriſe her into a diſcloſure of her 
ſeoret, or to extort it by importunity : 

but ſince ſhe with-holds from me that 
mark of her confidence, I preſume ſhe 
is no doubt obliged to obſerve ſuch - 
myſterious ſecrecy. In the mean time, 
However, I am thus deprived of my 
only remaining conſolation — that of 
ſeeing what her brother writes con- 
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cerning me in thoſe letters which regu- 


larly come from him by every poſt. It 
muſt certainly be from this cireum- 
ſtance alone, that I find my days drag 
heavily on in the ſociety of this woman, 
engaging as ſhe is in every other re- 
_ 


But, a of this, have I not an- 


other ſource of affliction? My uncles 
indiſpoſition ſtill continues. His grief 


on our ſeparation has thrown him into 


a deep and languid melancholy, from 


which time alone can recover him. 
We ſend every morning to make in- 
quiries concerning him; my amiable 
friend pays him a viſit every evening, 
and I with ſad anxiety wait her return, 
to learn particulars. Vou are well 
aware that I cannot with propriety vi- 
Vor. III. E 
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fit him myſelf — 1 am never to ſee him 
* — poor Father Sevin!n 


When, I ſee, b when I ſee 
misfortune thus purſue every individual 
who has any regard for me, I often ſay 
to myſelf in the bitterneſs of my heart 
— though indeed without ſufficient 
foundation — that the generous. Bovile 


= might perhaps not have met with his 


untimely fate, if he had not taken too 
deep an intereſt in my welfare. I ac- 
cuſe myſelf of having extended to him 
the ſiniſter influence of my unlucky 
ſtar: —I then tremble leſt Madame 
D'Etioles — charming and kind as ſhe 
is — ſhould one day have reaſon to re- 
pent of having ever been acquainted 
with me. Oh! my God! if any misfor- 
tune were to befall her brother! — 
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Adieu, Dorothy! my mind is clouded | 
with the moſt gloomy ideas, which I 
forbear to deſcribe, as they could only 


add to the weight of your afflictions.— 
Adieu! | 
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Emily to DoroTur, 
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Tours, October 2. 


|» CONGRATULATE your iter, my 
dear Dorothy! He has been here theſe 

ten days! Lament my misfortune ne- 
vertheleſs — for to-morrow he is to ſet 
but again. 


How enchantingly have paſſed thoſe 
happy days! what an effect have our 
* paſſions in lengthening or ſhortening 

the duration of time! In his abſence, 
every hour appeared an age:— in his 
company, ten days were but as a mo- 
ment. 


But how can! attempt to deſcribe to 
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you the charm which accompanied our 
employments, our relaxations, our con- 
verſations, and even his ſilence? How 
expreſſive is his ſilence! how attentive 
he is to me — and how tender in his 
attentions! But at the ſame time what 

a reſpectful reſerve prevails in his diſ- 
courſe ! what delicacy in his manner! 
Would you believe, that, fince his re- 
turn, he has never once ventured to fay * 
a ſingle word to me on the ſcore of 
love, though it is evidently in full p@# 
ſeſſion of his heart? — It is true, 1 
deed, that his fiſter...., . . . . how'he 
idoliſes her! and how he is beloved by 
her in turn! How warmly they > 4 
ſeem attached to me ! She cannot | 
without me — ſhe never quits my cotn- 
pany. He, on the other hand, is no 
ſooner abſent for a moment from his 
Eleonora, than he runs in ſearch of her. 
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You fee, Dorothy, that we are almoſt 
inſeparable; — ſo that I ſometimes 
doubt whether Madame D'Etioles is 


not even more tenderly attached to me 


than to her brother, — and whether he | 


does not entertain a greater degree of 


Friendſhip for her than of love for me. 


As to him, however, I have ſome reaſon 


to think that he would not always ſo ea- 


gerly ſeek his ſiſter's company, were it 


not that he well knows a certain perſon 
Neonſtantly with her. More than once 
ve I overheard him hen haſtily en- 


tering the houſe, quite warm and fa- 
Esued — call out, Picard! where is 
: then ſuddenly 
TIC “ Where is 


Madame e D*Etioles ? I beg you will tell 


me where I can find her.” 
K * 


lt ought ever to be an enchanting 


EMILY DE VARMONT. 


79 


ſpectacle, to behold the tender union 
which prevails between theſe two rela- 
tives, both equally alive to the firſt and 


deareſt affections of nature. Neverthe- 


leſs it has often thrown me into the 
deepeſt affliftion, by adding a tenfold 
portion of bitterneſs to the regret I feel 
for my eternal ſeparation from my dear 


Dorothy. Often, by an unhappy con- 


catenation of ideas, it excites in my 
bofom confuſed ſenſations of horror 
and affright, when I reflect on .... . 
Shall I never be able to banith the 


dreadful remembrance ? ſhall I never 


be able entirely to forget the cruel bars 
barian ? > 


But let us divert our eyes from the 
frightful picture: let us direct our at- 
tention to this intereſting pair, who ex- 
hibit ſo perfect a model of fraternal 
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love. How worthy he is of inſpiring 
thoſe tender ſentiments which he ex- 
periences from her ! captivating youth ! 
— and how juſtly is ſhe entitled to his 
affection! ſhe, who, by her example 
ſtill more than her inſtructions, has 
called forth into action the numerous 
good qualities which have fallen to the 


lot of her brother! 


* 


is adorable woman cannot fail of 


Pays appearing to greater advantage; 


the longer and better ſhe is Known. 


Whoever happens occaſionally to en: 


Joy her company, muſt no doubt re- 
main enchanted with her accompliſh- 
ments and her attractions: but in the 
happineſs of a more intimate connec- 
tien it is the amiable qualities of her 
heart that will attract the principal at- 
tention: — her heart! it poſſeſſes 
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” charms a thouſand times ſuperior even 
to thoſe of her perſon. And then her 
mind, fo cultivated, endowed beſides 
with ſo many native graces—her happy 
diſpoſition — that ſweet ſerenity of tem- 
per which her long affliftions have been 
unable to ruffle — to what can I com- 
pare them, unleſs to the excellent cha- 
racter, the amiable diſpoſition, and the 
charming temper of her brother and 
her pupil ? $ 
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Do you think he does not alſo equal 
her in the endowments of the heart? 
But, Dorothy, to-morrow is the day * 
pointed for his departure! 


He is diſtracted at the idea — yes, I 
can plainly ſee that he is! Nevertheleſs 
he quits me! he offers this violence to 


his feelings! and from what motive? 
E $ 
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No other than that of putting a period 

to his ſiſter's anxiety — or perhaps even 
of barely ſupporting her drooping ſpi- 
rits by the phantoms of hope. 


And ſhall I tell you to what lengths 
he carries the attentions of friendſhip ? 
Know then, Dorothy, that he has 
brought down a phyſician from Paris, 

for the expreſs purpoſe of Preſcribing 
for my unfortunate uncle. I am in- 

N Prmed, however, that Father Sevin is 

not in danger. But he requires very 
>&clicate management; and perhaps, 
er a languid exiſtence of feveral 

"years, the kind of melancholy with 

which he is affected may degenerate 

into a conſumption, if timely precaution | 
be not taken to prevent it. Poor Fa- 
ther Sevin | why was he doomed ever 

o become acquainted with me? or 
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rather why was he thruſt into a pro- * 


feſſion which is perhaps wholly unfit 
for a man of ſenſibility ? — Poor Fa- 
ther Sevin! 


His young friend pays him, every 
morning; and evening, a long viſit. He 
is always melancholy when he returns 


from the preſbytery. I eſteem him Ls 


the more for his ſolicitude and his 
ſympathy, ! in both of which I ſincerely 
participate. | 


| eee I ſee him labouring uns 


der a load of anxiety from a different 
cauſe. I ſay © fortunately” — becauſe 
that extreme reſerve in his conver- 
ſation, which I have commended in a 
former part of this letter, — and which 


cannot but affect me very much, — 
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would cauſe me a certain degree of 
- uneaſineſs, if I did not plainly perceive 
that his conſtrained fi ſilence coſts him 
many ſevere internal ſtruggles. Some- 
times, after a pauſe of ſeveral minutes 
ſpent in reverie and irreſolution, he is 
ſuddenly hurried away by an involun- 
"4 tary tranſport and ſeems on the p int 
of confeſſing to me his hopes or fears 
But a ſingle geſture, a word, a 86k 
Pom Madame D'Etioles inimediately 
repreſſes his impetuoſity : = ſo power- 
ful an aſcendancy has ſhe over him! 
Madame D'Etioles, indeed, ſcetiis to 
pffeſs much greater influence 'over him 
Mn I, and to hold in her hahd, as it 
We e, the heart and ſoul of the youn 
an, who ſhows himſelf ſo docile ati 
ubmiſlive to her guidance, even in his 
moſt lively emotions. 
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But, to-morrow 1s the day appoin 4 7 
for his departure ! To- morrow — W 


morrow we muſt bid each other a 1 


lancholy adieu, 
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_ Emily to DoROTHY. 


October 3, noon. 


7 H! his adieux! I did not foreſee a 
« &ircumſtance which was to render them 
much more affecting. 


He was on the point of ſetting out 
on MF. journey, and, with a counte- 
nante expreſſive of deep dejeCtion, was 

quitting us. — I, meanwhile — my 
icy faultering, my heart ready to 
ith ſighs, my eyes bathed with 
= had hardly ventured to breathe 

my "x for his ſpeedy return, — 

Suddenly he ſtopped ſhort, ran towards 
us, and fell on his knees at my feet. — 


His 4 attempting to check his tran 


EMILY DE VARMONT, 


port —© No! no!” cried he: 
have already ſuffered too much fro 
this cruel filence! I can no long 
endure it! Then addreſſing me, 
am wretched,” ſaid he, © in the e 
treme! The love with which I burn ft 5 


you — that love ſo tender, ſo pure, ſo 


honourable — does not affect you 
You perſiſt in remaining unknown 
us, and would ftill have us to 
fider you as Juliette, the niece of 
Sévin. But do you, my dear Ele 
extort from her a confeſſion of hetfe- 
cret. Baniſh that delicacy which has 
hitherto with-held you, and relievggme 
from my preſent ſtate of cruel yater- 
tainty. Begin by imparting to . 
your own ſecrets — reveal them her 
for my ſake,” 


AC. 


Madame D'Etioles | was _ to 
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Peak: but I haſtily anticipated her 
Words. © Dear Madam,” faid I, „it 
rould no doubt be highly flattering to 
e to be honoured with your fecrets ; 
d I ſhould be happy that you thought 
Ne worthy of ſuch confidence: but let 
Jane, in the firſt inſtance, premiſe that 
3 uch conduct on your part can never 
I aduce me to reveal my own ſecrets. 

A gu have long poſſeſſed my entire con- 
ee: and if I have hitherto for- 
to give you that proof of it, it is 
| # becauſe I am unfortunately con- 
ned to remain for ever ſilent on the 
& in queſtion.” 


y dear Juliette,“ replied ſne, J 
Wt offer any apologies in juſtifi- 
Pof the filence I have hitherto 
pet rved: I leave it to yourſelf to judge 
motives. I am now prepared to 
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make a full diſcloſure : for there n 
longer ſeems to exiſt any reaſon why 
ſhould henceforward deprive myſelf © 
the confolations to be received fro 
ſuch a friend as you.” After this pre; 
face ſhe immediately informed me of ; 
what ſhe thought I did not already Þ 

know — her ſecond marriage and her 5 
huſband's impriſonment, — adding“ 
am not at liberty to reveal any furt 
particulars at preſent : I muſt no 
cloſe either my huſband's name, 6 0 
unfortunate affair which obliges him ta 
live incognito : becauſe theſe are ſecrets 
which belong to him alone.” Then 
addreſſing her brother,“ i 
have intruſted them to you, Dol 
if he had thought you would in 
ſcruple of revealing them to the wong 5 
you love? You need not repeat to 
that dangerous argument that 


2 
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Poung lady is worthy of your entire 
Wconfidence: for where is the lover who 
in not ſay the ſame thing of the 
Woman on whom he has fixed his af- 
ections? Thus the principle, though 
in itſelf undeniable, would be over- 
* thrown by the crowd of exceptions ; 
1 and the ſecrets of friendſhip would be 
ſacrificed to the indiſcretions of love. 
have a thouſand times told you, Do- 
1— and I have myſelf, by ſad 
rience, lately proved the truth of 
the maxim, — that if we wiſh ſteadily 
to perſevere in the performance of a 
painful duty, we muſt never venture to 
Von or ts that with it.” 


ring the latter part of this diſ- 
caurie her brother ſeemed wrapt in 
Pep abſtration, unconſcious of what 
WE ſaid ; his affliction is not to be 


never become acquainted with th 
particulars of her fate! I ſhall never be * 
able to, obtain her! And that happſ 
union, the hope of which ſupport 

. 6 | 


“ You ſee,” interrupted Madame” 
D'Etioles, claſping me in her arms& 
© You ſee how ardently he loves gf 


pleaſure of ſeeing my brother's happi- 
neſs begun. — What! can you not at 
leaſt do as I have done, — diſcloſi ſo 
much of your hiſtory as concernggy@ur- 


ſolely relates to.. . . your eneM 
ſince we are given to underſtand tha 
is poſſible you ſhould have enemies 
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Well, Dorothy ! whether it was that 
Madame D'Etioles' remarks ſhed a ray 
4 df hope on my mind, or that I could not 
endure to behold Monſieur Dolerval's 
IP gitation, I was no longer able to re- 
SF preſs the effuſions of my ſoul, — but, 
"K * However fortunate,” ſaid I, “you 
ay deem that union of which you 
ſpeak, I know — ſo well am I ac- 
I einted with your heart — that you 
never reliſh the ſweets of it, 
e your ſiſter continued to groan 
Ver the weight of affliction. Go, 
Dolerval ! exert your- every effort to 
Feſtore to her arms the huſband of her 
lions! Haſte to bring him back ! 

then ſce . ... . . I ſhall then diſ- 
Wo you the chief part of my miſ- 
kunes: I ſhall reveal my name, if 
able: and then you ſhall judge what 
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means may be ſufficient to overcome 
the numerous obſtacles.... . 


rr 


The impatient efferveſcence of hi 
joy did not allow me to conclude ; — 
he loaded me with a profuſion of the 
moſt tender thanks — he affectionately 
embraced his ſiſter — and immediately 
requeſted my permiſſion to write to me 
from Paris. * 


ic Dire&ly ? by no means!” 


« Well then, one ſingle letter, when 
I have obtained the enlargement of 
your future brother-in-law.” * 


* Let the happy intelligence be di- 
rected to me]! Mine be the inexpreſ- 
ſible ſatisfaction of — 
to my dear friend! — And you, 
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lerval, endeayour to be here as ſoon as 
your letter.” 


Scarcely had I uttered theſe words, 
when Madame D'Etioles tenderly em- 
| braced me, and Doleryal ſhed tears of 
joy on my hand which his ſiſter had put 
into his. Meanwhile the hour of his 
| departure approached — twenty times 
he attempted to go — as often he re- 
turned : — at length he tore himſelf 
away : and now I remain alone with 
Madame D'Etioles. 
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DoLERVAL to MURVvVILLE. 


Paris, November 21. 


AT length, Murville, I begin to flatter 
myſelf with the expectation that my 
long abſence will ſpeedily be at an 


end. I hope I ſhall ſoon be at liberty 


to inform you of the urgent motives 


and the fortunate ſucceſs of this jour» 


ney which ſeems to give you ſo much 
uneaſineſs. As to my ſeveral months? 
ſilence, of which you complain, I con- 
feſs I thought it neceſſary to adogt the 
painful reſolution of not writing to you 
until I ſhould no longer have any thing 
to fear either from my own indiſcretion 
or from your counſels ; — you had al- 
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ready rendered me guilty of ſo groſs an 
inſult to the ſuppoſed niece of Father 


Sevin. 


At length the happy, the long-wiſh- 
ed- for hour is come, when I can, even 
with you, ſafely indulge in the effuſions 
of my joy. That adorable woman to 

whom you were unwilling to render 

juſtice, was not Father Sevin's niece, — 

in whatever ſenſe you chooſe to. under- 
and the term. She has now lived 
three months with my ſiſter: during 

three months her company and conver- 
ſation have. been Madame D'Etioles' 

only comfort. — As to myſelf, I ſhall in 

all probability very ſoon return . to 
Tours: and then I ſhall. ;.. . But 
tell me, Murville, can't you contrive, 
towards the end of next week, to dare 
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a few days from the duties of your 
ſtation? Can't you pay our dear Ele- 
onora a viſit ? Surely you will not let 
flip the opportunity of being one of the 
happieſt party upon earth? Ah! you 
may then boaſt of having, for your ſiſter- 
in-law, one of the moſt charming wo- 
men in the univerſe ! , See! behold! 
I ſend you her picture, which I have 
drawn from memory alone. It is, no 
doubt, a very imperfect ſketch: never- 
theleſs, my greateſt pleaſure is to mul - 
tiply copies of it. Hitherto I have pro- 
duced only three: yet I am willing to 
give you one of them. But in ſending 
it to you, my dear brother, it is a vexy 
ſerious ſacrifice I make, through friend- 
ſhip for you. 4 


Adieu, Murville ! You will cer 1 ; 
Vol, III. F 
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tainly not fail to come to my wedding ? 
You will witneſs the happineſs of your 
brother; and you will find 8 yes, 
every thing tells me that you will find 
my ſiſter elate with joy. Adieu! 
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MukvILLE to VARMONr. 


Breſt, November 25, midnight. 


1 THOUGHT, Varmont, that it was 
you who had ſo dexterouſly carried off 
Mademoiſelle Terville; and I was ſe- 
rioullyyexed at the idea. You, on the 
other Hand, thought that I ſtill kept her 
cancealed ; and you were angry with 
me for the ſuppoſed detention of your 
Dulcinea. But while both you and . 
yainly regretted the loſs of the damſe}y/ 
a third perſon enjoyed the prize at 
expenſe. ' I therefore pardon you all 
the paſt, ſince you do not poſſeſs her: 5 
and you muſt equally pardon me, ſince of 
I have not as yet obtained N o 
the fair fugitive. 
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Would you adviſe me to go and 

carry her off? Her unlucky ſtars have 
thrown her into the hands of one of 
thoſe modern Celadons, who, if they 
bappen to fall in with a girl deſerving 
| of any attention, make nothing of her 
— nothing but their wife ! She would 

+ undoubtedly find herſelf a thouſand 
times happier in being the miſtreſs of 
en accompliſhed young fellow like me 
There is, however, one circumſtance 
which embarraſſes and reſtrains me :;— 
the amorous Celadon in queſtion is a 
0 perſon for whom I am bound to enter- 
in ſome regard. But, on ſecond 
WDughts, that is only an additional 
reaſon why I ſhould prevent him from 
- committing ſo groſs a folly. Very 
* well! But then if I play him a trick, 
nd that he ſhould take it very much 
to heart ?. . . Pooh ! pooh! he can never 
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be ſo romantic as to break his heart in 
conſequence. Nevertheleſs, he is of 
ſo good and friendly a diſpoſition him- 
ſelf, that it would be cruel to give him 
the ſlighteſt uneaſineſs. Granted ! but 
then bow cruelly muſt I ſuffer in the 
mean time -I am much perplexed, 


and uncertain which way to determine. 


Tell me then, Varmont — you, who 


have heretofore been my oracle — how 


would you att in my ſituation? Mind, 
Varmont — in my ſituation, I ſay : miſ- 
take me not — I do not mean in yours. 


I know, Varmont, that in your fitu- 


ation you would be leſs irreſolute and 


leſs ſcrupulous than I am : 1 therefore 
take the prudent precaution of not dit 


covering to you the place of the fair 


one's concealment: for if I ſhould fi- 
nally conclude to let her remain there 
F 3 
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unmoleſted, I am determined that you 


alſo, my dear friend, ſhall let her alone. 


And, on the other hand, if I carry her 
off, I promiſe you that I ſhall take good 


care to keep her, this time, 


Adieu, Varmont! I am yours fin- 
cerely, and without any rancour; and 
1 hope to meet a ſimilar return of 
"Friendſhip on your part, 
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Emrzy to DoxoTHy, 
Tours, December 7, noon, 


AT length, Dorothy, the long-wiſhed- 
for letter is come. He himſelf is to ar- 
rive to-night, He reſtores his beloved 
Eleonora to life — he brings back her 
adored huſband to her arms. Charm- 
ing woman! then her ſorrows are at 
an end! How can I find words to ex- 


preſs her joy and mine? how collect 


ſufficient ſtrength to bear the united 


tranſports of my own happineſs and 


that of ſo dear a friend? Adieu, Do- 
rothy! I quit you for a while, to go 
conyerſe with her reſpecting the two 
travellers who are ſo impatiently ex- 
pected. 

F 4 
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Eleven at night, 


Oh! Dorothy! Dorothy! what a 
cruel reverſe! I am now convinced — 
I can no longer doubt, that heaven ſent 
me into the world for no other purpoſe 
than that of pouring on my head the 
whole torrent of its wrath, and render- 


Ing me the plague and' torment of all 
who ſhould have the misfortune to be 


acquainted with me. 


Madame D'Etioles meaſured the 


time by her own impatience ; and, to 


me as well as to her, the evening ſeem- 


ed as if it would never have an end. 


At length the rattling of wheels at the 
door threw us both into lively emotion, 
and prepared us for the pleaſure of re- 


ceiving the two gentlemen. The firſt 
— 
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who entered was that unknown perſon 
whoſe ſpeedy return I had ſo ardently 
wiſhed for. He entered without ob- 
ſerving me —his whole attention be- 
ing fixed on his wife, whom he imme- 
diately claſped in his arms. But alas ! 
I obſerved him — I too plainly ſaw him 
— his image is ſtill preſent to my view. 
I rivetted my eyes on him; — not that 
a long examination was neceſſary to re- 
cogniſe his features — but the more at- 
tentively I viewed him, the more I was 
tempted to doubt whether I was really. 
awake — whether it was not a dear: 
but now unwelcome phantom that 
came to delude my ſight — whethes 
this error of my ſenſes was not the ef- 
fect of a dream at once pleaſing and 
painful, He ſpoke to Madame D'Eti- 
oles — I heard the voice of that bro- 
ther-in-law whoſe deliverance had been 
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effected by the youth who expected to 
obtain my hand. I attentively liſtened, 
and would fain have perſuaded myſelf 
that my ears deceived me. But there 
was no room for doubt : I too plainly 
diſtinguiſhed the pleaſing ſound of his 
voice — though, at this moment, his 
every word was a dagger to my ſoul: 
In ſhort, Dorothy, this huſband, ſo dear 
to Madame D'Etioles, is no other than 
mine—no other than the 'too gene- 
xous, the unfortunate Boyile ! 


His deliverer was on his knees be- 
bre me: and at the moment when he 
expected to have ſolely entertained me 
with his hopes, I forced him to expreſs 
his anxious uneaſineſs. Can you be 
ſo much ſurpriſed at the ardor of their 
affection, ſaid he, * as to ſuffer it to 
- engroſs your whole attention? Will 


s MF 
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you not deign, Madam, to beſtow a 
en. N me?“ 


Scarcely had he thus expreſſed his 
anxiety, when I gave him cauſe for more 
ferious alarm. My ſtrength ſuddenly 
failed me, and I was ſinking to the 
floor, if he had not caught me in his 
arms, and ſupported me. His cries at- 
trated the attention of his ſiſter and 
his brother-in-law. © Gracious heaven!“ 
exclaimed Bovile, © it is For ET it * 
exceſs of joy!“ 


I remained for a few moments in that 
kind of ſwoon which deprives us of all 


our faculties except that of hearing. 
Madame D'Etioles and her brother la- 


viſhed all their care and attention on 

me: Bovile was equally attentive : but 

in giving me aſſiſtance, his extreme ſur- 
F6 
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priſe ſeveral times extorted from-him a 
repetition of that exclamation, — to 
which however he gave a different 
turn, as he had done-in the firſt in- 
ſtance — Yes! it is. . . it is the 
exceſs of joy !''— May I venture to 
flatter myſelf with the pleaſing idea?“ 
aſked Dolerval. — Madame D'Etioles 


aſſured him that it could be nothing 


elſe. 


| - And is this,” added Bovile, © the 


young lady who was the conſtant ſub- 
| ject of your converſation during our 


ey: of 


Ns 


+ * The young man r having anſwered i in 
the affirmative —— _ 


* 9 * And you are wholly ignorant of 


MM brtk and family ?” faid Bovile, 
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« You are abſolutely unacquainted 
with her hiſtory ?” 


ce Preciſely as I have told you,” re- 
plied Dolerval. “ But ſhe ſhall ſoon 
ſpeak for herſelf: — we fhall be unit- 
ed: — I expett the reward due to my 
faithful and conſtant affection: — and 
then, what lover upon earth ſo happy 
as I? —See! even in her preſent con- 
dition, how beautiful ! how captivat- 
ing — Ah! there! there! ſhe rego- 


vers! 


At this moment in fact I was begins 
ning to recover the uſe of my faculties; 
when my unfortunate benefactor, to 
whom the imminence of the threaten- 
ing danger reſtored all his preſence of 
mind, ſeized my hand; and gently 
ſtriking it, as if ſimply to haſten my res 
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cCovery, but, no doubt, with the addi- 


tional view of attracting my notice, and 
inducing me to pay the ſtricteſt atten- 


tion to his words, as well as to the cri- 


tical ſituation in which we were both 
involved — “ Dolerval, ſaid he, raiſ- 
ing his voice, “ are you ſure that you 


have not too fondly indulged a hope 


which was void of foundation? Since 


the lady has ſo long avoided diſeloſing 


to you a ſecret of that nature, ſhe moſt 


prebably had very cogent reaſons for 
obſerving ſilence on the ſubject. And 
can you be certain that circumſtances 


will yet permit her to explain matters 


ſo ſoon as you wiſh 3 


6. 
% Yes!” replied the youth, “ have 


4 own word for it: and can any 


thing be more ſacred with her than 
ber promiſe?” — 
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At this remark, unable to repreſs my 
emotions, I exclaimed, e Ah Dolerval k 


what is this I hear? Are you aware £ 


how far that promiſe might lead me?” 
Then, affected with the idea of the miſ- 
fortunes which threatened Madame 
D'Etioles, and impelled by ſentiments 
of commiſeration for her, I ruſhed inte 
her arms, and, Dear Madam,” ſaid 1. 
let me warn you to forbear inquiring 
into my hiſtory: it is dreadful to relate. 


I am not the only perſon deſerving of 


pity, nor am I the moſt to be pitied.” 


I would perhaps have continued 


perhaps have betrayed my ſecret: but 
a ſignificant look from Bovile ſeemed 
fo entreat that I would be ſilent for the 
fake of his new bride: and I perceive 
ed that J muſt, in tenderneſs for her 
feelings, conceal from her knowledge 


the real cauſe of my affliction. * 
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Meanwhile, Dorothy, picture to your- 
ſelf my fituation — with. Bovile before 
my eyes — Bovile, whoſe ſuppofed tra- 
gical death I had deplored ! If I may 
venture to truſt to appearances, — and 
4238 to the virtuous character of 
my huſband, who is certainly incapable 


| go act of perfidy,—the lover of Ma- 


e D'Etioles muſt have adored her 
long before he was acquainted with 

me, When, for the purpoſe of reſcu- 
ing me from the ſlavery of a cloiſter, he 
conducted me to the altar, the generous 
man ſacrificed not only his fortune for 
my ſake, but alſo his moſt tender affec- 
tions, to which the advanced age of 


Monſieur D'Etioles ſtill left a reaſon- 
able hope. — I felt myſelf powerfully 
impelled to fall on my knees before 
him, and in chat humble poſture to teſ- 
tify the gratitude and admiration ex- 
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cited in my boſom by his diſintereſted 
conduct. But in what a place, in what 


circumftances, did I meet him again! 


How many witneſſes by my ſide! wit- 


neſſes whom I both loved and dreaded 
— and with whom there was no alter- 


native but that of deceiving them, or 


cruelly wounding them to the heart, and 


for ever deſtroying the peace and haps - 


pineſs of their lives. Was ever unfortu- 
nate woman placed in a more critical, 
a more deplorable ſituation than I? To 
ſuffer the ſlighteſt word to eſcape, ex- 
preſſive of my reſpectful attachment to 
Bovile, would have at once aſtoniſhed 
and confounded both the fiſter and the 


brother. Nevertheleſs, to favour Ma- 


dame D'Etioles' error, on which her 
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happineſs depended, muſt I not in ſome | 
meaſure deceive and betray Dolerval? 


Alas! muſt I not fill continue to feed 
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his hopes — thofe flattering hopes, in 
wich I had myfelf participated, but 
which now can never be realiſed? On 
the other hand, ean I quietly liſten to 
his declarations of love, without offend- 
ing my huſband, who hears every word? 
— My hufband ! — But is he mine, if 
he is the huſband of Madame D'Eti- 
ges? No doubt he has forfeited all 
Claim to Emily — no doubt he has re- 
- nounced it! And nevertheleſs Emily 
becomes guilty of a crime, if her heart 
Continues to entertain a ſecret attach- 
ment to another object! — Ah! Doler- 
val! Dolerval! then I never can be 


wm or 


Such were the afflicting ideas that 
Seed my ſoul, whoſe inward work- 
"ings each moment betrayed themſelves 
in wy countenance by evident ſymp- 
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toms, which the fond youth obſerved 
with the utmoſt anxiety. I calmed his 
uneaſineſs however by an officious falſe- 
hood: — I told him — yes I dared to 
tell him, that my agitation was wholly | 
to be attributed to the painful — Ä 
1 naturally experienced at the ap- 
proach of the time when I was to 8” * 
veal to him all the horrors of my fate. 
— But Bovile, more unfortunate in this 
inſtance than I, — Bovile could nqg al- 
lege any colourable excuſe for his głief. 
His grief, did I ſay? He wag even 
obliged — while his ſoul was ragked 
with the moſt cruel anxiety — while | 
his heart was a prey to dark deſpait- 
he was obliged to feign all the trank- 
ports of joy. He did not, however, 
1 throughout the whole of the ſcene, ex 
hibit that kind of courage which his 
ſituation required : his countenance fre- 
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quently changed — his voice faultered 

— he fell into gloomy reveries. His 
condition was not unobſerved by Ma- 
dame D'Etioles, in whoſe boſom it ex- 
cited at firſt only a tender ſolicitude 
\ which had him alone for its object. 
Take patience,” ſaid ſhe —© take 
urage, my dear! ſince they have re- 
ſtored you your liberty, no doubt they 
Will reſtore your honour likewiſe.” 


Ku notwithſtanding her ſoothing 
| one — notwithſtanding the ut- 
mol efforts on his own part — fhe ſoon 
faw him relapſe into a total abſence of 
thaught: The fond bride then began to 
be alarmed and afflicted on her own 
Account. What!” ſaid ſhe — “ are 
you more unfortunate now, than you 
were on your return from Cadiz? or 
am I become leſs dear to you?“ 


5 
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«Ah! o. replied he, © if it were poſ- : 
ſible that I could live without loving. | 
you, I ſhould perhaps think myſelf leſs * 
«++... think myſelf ſufficiently happy.” {| 
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Madame D*Etioles was ſtill more E 


end, were I to attempt deſcrik 7 
you all the diſtreſſes of that ni 
a night of the greateſt affliction ever 
experienced in my whole life. Zoyile 
ſeemed deſirous of an opportunity off 
converſing with me in private: 10 
was equally deſirous that he ſhould a 
ſiſt me with his advice to guide my 


F 


Came IR IIEEt INTER 


— _ 


* 
D—U— — —— — . 


= — = + 
- 5 
7 


| * 118 EMILY DE VARMONT., 


conduct in my preſent critical ſituation. 
” But it was impoſſible: for Madame 

WI novo and calm by turns 
7 — alternately pleaſed and dejetted — 
did not for one moment quit her huſ- 
Sdand's company; while, on the other 
band, Dolerval conſtantly ſat cloſe by 
e and though at firſt he had in- 
adi in all the tranſports of the moſt 
ope, at length I thought I could 
e that he viewed me with in- 
xiety, — Could my refuſal to 
_ ſecrets have been ſufficient 
or his deep chagrin? or am I to 
chat he affected to ſhow him- 

5 a t and uneaſy, i in order to extort 
a @ntcion from me? However that 
14 be, he concluded by earneſtly 
ling me to come to an explana- 
d but be did it in a tone that be. 


1 
2 
Yo 
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trayed a certain miſtruſt, far from con- 
genial with real love, which, in my 
opinion, cannot for a moment exiſt un- 
leſs where it is founded on the moſt 
perfect eſteem. — And this moment, 7 
again, when I was retiring to my 1 
apartment, Why,” ſaid he with impe- ( 
tuoſity, © ſhould that diſcloſure whi * 
you ſtill continue to poſtpone — wil 
ſhould it be a painful taſk ? Innoc 
perſecuted and calumniated, on] 
pears more engaging. We ht 
reaſon to bluſh for our misfor 
tis vice alone that we need be aſhagl 
of: — though, let me ſay, that, it 
could for a moment haye ſullie® 

breaſt like yours, I could never agaly 
believe in the exiſtence of virtue.” &- 


:- 


To theſe remarks, Dorothy, I made 
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no anſwer, but contented myſelf with 
puniſhing by my ſilence his | ill-diſ- 
guiſed doubts. I immediately with- 
drew to my chamber, where I never 
more expect to taſte the ſweets of 
calm repoſe. | | 
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$th December, fix in the evening, 


THIS morning I was obliged to make 
my appearance at the breakfaſt hour · | 
Madame D'Etioles did not ſeem per- 
fectly eaſy iti her mind : Bovile ap- 
peared very penſive; and Dolerval ſud- 
denly renewed his folicitations, but 
with an earneſtnefs which ſenſibly af- 

fected me: for his language and man- 

ner diſplayed all that 'reſpe&@ful deli- 
cacy, which I was hurt to obſerve” 

wanting in ſome parts of his behaviour 
yeſterday This circumſtance, how- 
ever; was, in reality, only an additional 
fource of affliction to your unfortunate! 
ſiſter. How highly condemnable muſt: 

Vor. III. 8 
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that paſhon be, which makes me take 
a pleaſure in the ſincere homage of this 
young man, whom I am obliged to de- 
ceive by falſe promiſes ! How cruel on 
my part to perſevere in my .endeavours 
to pleaſe the man whom I am no long- 
er at liberty to love! Diſtracted with 
theſe ideas, I was on the point of diſ- 
cloſing the fatal ſecret, when Bovile, 
with a view, probably, to confirm me 
in my former reſolution to the contrary, 
ſuddenly interpoſed, by thus addreſſing 
Madame D'Etioles —““ Well! I ſhall 
now, according to our agreement, re- 
late to your friend ſuch part of my ad- 
ventures as ſhe is yet ignorant of.” 


Immediately he informed me that his 
name was Bovile ; — that having in the 
year 1776, for the firſt time, ſeen Made- 


. moiſelle de Sancerre (now Madame D'E- 


1 
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tioles) he was deeply ſmitten with her 
charms ; — that being unable to obtain 
her from her parents, he had, in his 
grief for the diſappointment, gone to 
ſea ; — that a celebrated marine com- 
mander, Monſieur Varmont, had com- 
miſſioned, protected, and promoted 
him in the royal navy ; — that, after 
the death of his patron, finding his 
youngeſt daughter at Paris in danger of 
being buried for life in a convent, he 
had — her. 
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Here, Dorothy, I could not reftain 
from interrupting his rapid recital, 
« Ah! Sir,” ſaid I, © what eſteem, 
what gratitude muſt the young lady en- 
tertain for you!“ 
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Om She is no longer in exiſtence,” re- | 
plied Bovile. 
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No longer in exiſtence? — No! 
certainly ſhe cannot be, ſince you have 
married Madame D'Etioles.” . 


He then related how his Emily had 
periſhed by the blowing up of the veſ- 
Nel in which ſhe was embarked ; — that, 

in a few days after, his perfidious col- 
Jegues had baſely abandoned him in a 
naval action againſt the Engliſh in the 
latitude of the Azores. My frigate,” 
added he, was ſunk to the bottom; 
— ] ſwam on the ſurface of the abyſs ; 
and in that forlorn ſtate I ſtill entertain- 
ed hopes. Chance favoured my efforts : 
1 was thrown upon a rock, where I 
lived three days upon wild herbs and 
| ſhell-fiſh. During the courſe of the 
third day I was taken up by a Spaniſh 
veſſel on her return from Tercera to Ca- 
diz.— Too powerfully convinced of the 
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injuſtice of mankind, who are ever prompt 
to condemn the unfortunate, I conceal- 
ed my real name. Fate, nevertheleſs, 
ſeemed diſpoſed in the preſent inſtance 


to grant me a compenſation for all 


my former calamities: — on my ar- 
rival at Cadiz, I received a letter from 
Dolerval, informing me that his ſiſter 
was now free to make a new choice. 


I immediately repaired to her houſe, in 


queſt of an aſylum — and of my recom - 
penſe. But how to ſucceed in the latter 
point, was the queſtion — how to con- 
tract a ſecond marriage. Of Emily's 
death there was a moral certainty : but 
there exiſted no legal proof that could 
aſcertain the fact; and, under ſuch cir- 
cumſtances, the ſurviving partner is by 
our laws forbid to enter anew into the 
matrimonial ſtate. Thus perplexed, 

thus debarred from the object of my 
G. 3 , 
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wiſhes, I bethought myſelf of a 
mode by which I might enſure my own 
happineſs, without injuring any body 
elſe, and which did not feem likely 
to be attended with any inconvenience, 
The lady was pleaſed with the idea: 
we approached the altar with confi- 
dence; and I married her under the 
fictitious name which my misfortunes 
had obliged me to aſſume. It was 
during the night of.. 

„Of the fixth of Auguſt!” cried I. 
— *I ſhall long remember that night 
— for — for, Madame D'Etioles has 
often mentioned to me the particular 
time.” | 


e own,” replied that lady, preſſing 
my hand in hers, — © I own that I have 
often recalled the remembrance of that 
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event with a mixture of pleaſure and 
pain, — You ſee how dangerous it is to 
compromiſe with our duty. On that oc- 
calionI ventured to do it for the firſt time 
in my life: and now I am puniſhed for 
it, even in the midſt of the moſt perfect 
connubial bliſs. The cup bf happineſs is 


embittered by an alarming apprehenſion 


— a groundleſs one, no doubt — but 
eternally preſent to my mind. Alas! 


2 


can it be a preſentiment....* 


I think I comprehend your mean- 
ing,” ſaid I, interrupting her: © yon 
are alarmed leſt his former wife, reſcued 
from deſtrucion by ſome miracle, 


ſhould one day make her appearance, 
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« And nought would then remain for 
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me but. death.! % .cried ſhe in a, tone of 
the deepeſt affliction. 

0 127} „ oo lfagtginy 

e 7 Tis: impoſſible * e her bro- 
ther, aſſuming an air of entire conviction, 
well calculated to carry conſolation to 
his ſiſter's boſom. 12 


i Impoſſible, ſaid Bavile. caſting 
on me a ſupplicating look. 6 


Even I myſelf, Dorothy, moved with 
terror and compaſſion, joined in the af- 
ſertion, and ſaid Tis impoſlible Y”. 


„ And now,” continued Bovile, com- 
pletely relieved from his apprehenſions, 
— * now let me inform you of the plan 
I had laid down, and of the meaſures 
which I have at preſent in contempla- 
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tion. —I was determined to announce 
to the world that I was ſtill living, and 
once more to face my enemies, when- 
ever a more favourable turn of affairs 
ſhould allow me to ſolicit a reviſion of 
the iniquitous ſentence which has ſo 
unjuſtly branded my memory with diſ- 
grace. After that, it was my intention 
to devote myſelf entirely to my bride, 
and, under the fiftitious name which 
had enabled me to make her mine, to 
retire with her to ſome obſcure village, 
there to ſpend the remainder of my life 
with her. Five days had hardly elapſ- 
ed from the time of our union, when a 
report prevailed, that, by ſome court 
intrigue, Monſieur ****, the miniſter 
of the marine, and my perſonal enemy, 
was turned out of office. I immedi- 
ately hafted to Paris: but the intelli- 
gence ' was unfounded. — Meantime, 
G 5 
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however, ſome baſe dependent of my 
powerful enemy informed him of the 
exiſtence of Bovile, and of my arrival 
in town : and in the middle of the en- 
ſuing night, I was dragged from my 
bed, and plunged into that dark abyſs, 
the hideous receptacle of the victims of 
minifterial vengeance. — You are al- 
ready acquainted with what remains to 
be, told, except perhaps one circum- 
ſtance — that my wife is now entering 


on the fifth month of her pregnancy.” 


This laſt remark of Bovile's gave in- 

finite pleaſure to Dolerval. Now,“ 
ſaid he to his ſiſter, „now the bonds 
of your happy union are become more 
ſacred, and more dear, if poſſible. 


More ſacred and more dear! — yes! 
the remark was juſt: and Bovile's mo- 
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tive, in imparting that ſecret, was pro- 
bably no other than to convince me, 
that, in pity to a mother as well as a 
brides I muſt ſuffer the dreadful myſtery 
to-remain for ever covered with an im- 
penetrable veil. But he need not be 
alarmed on that ſcore : I ſhall preſerve 
eternal filence on the ſubject, however 
painful I may find the taſk on many 
occaſions. I will continue deaf to the 
preſſing ſolicitations of young Dolerval : 
I will reject his earneſt entreaties —L 
will endure the weight of his reproaches, 
— unmoved, I will ſee his bitter tears 
flow — and I will coolly contemplate 
his deſpair — happy if I can, at the 
expenſe of his life and my own, ſave 
that of his ſiſter — my dear and. generous 
friend — that unfortunate mother — the 
wife of the worthy Bovile 
| G6 
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Dolerval, however, who could not 
_ poſſibly ſuſpect how much leſs wretched 
I ſhould be if I were at liberty to enter 
into an explanation, accuſed me of in- 
ſenſibility, of ſelfiſhneſs, of cruelty, — 
and repeatedly infiſted on the perform- 
ance of my promiſe. Madame D'Etioles 
alſo united with her 'brother in remind- 
ing me of my engagement. Thoughtlefs 
women ! ſhe ought to tremble leſt, I 
ſhould not always have ſufficient forti- 
| tude to conceal thoſe ſecrets which ſhe 
* e, ſolicits me to diſcloſe. 


A length the W 8 inſul ult· 
ed me a fecond time by a repetition of 
thoſe cruel expreſſions which fo ſevere- 
ly hurt my feelings laſt night — “ In- 
nocence, perſecuted and calumniated, 
only appears -more engaging. Don't 
you underſtand me, Madam? or are you 
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determined not to underſtand me ?” — 
Then he continued, as before, * We: 
have no reaſon to bluſh for our mis- 
fortunes: 'tis vice alone that we need. 
be aſhamed of.“ | 


Fortunately he added no more: — 
fortunately he this day does me ſuffi- 
cient - juſtice, or has ſufficient reſpect 
for my feelings, to refrain from making! 
the concluding remark — to ſay the 
beſt of it, an unneceſſary one — which; 
I' too patiently ſubmitted to hear, at 
the breaking up of our party laſt night. 


But what can be the meaning of 
thoſe words which he ſo uniformly re- 
peats whenever I have worn out his 
patience, —and which he repeats with a 
certain myſterious affectation, in which 
I think I can diſcoyer a ſtrange mix- 
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ture of threat and fear — of confidence 
and uneaſineſs — of boldneſs and re- 
ſpect? What can be their meaning? 
Perhaps I may yet learn it: perhaps 
Monſieur Dolerval may at length con- 
deſcend to explain himſelf more clearly. 

| 8 


Meantime I have had a very delicate 
explanation with Bovile. He thought 
he had found a favourable opportunity 
to whifper me that he would go down 
and wait for me n the garden. He 
imagined he was unobſerved : but I 
am much afraid his wife took notice of 
his whiſpering. It is true indeed, that 
her back was turned to us: but then 
ſhe had her eyes fixed on a large pier- 
glaſs which directly fronted us; and, 
in the firſt emotions of ſurpriſe, ſhe 
turned round; and it was not without 
much difficulty that ſhe ſuppreſſed her 
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uneaſineſs.— In prudence I was obliged 
to ſtay near half an hour: and at the 
expiration of that time, fearing that 
Bovile's patience would be exhauſted 
by the delay, I pretended that I had 
occaſion to retire to my apartment, 
where you may naturally ſuppoſe [ did 
not long remain. 
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On meeting Bovile, he in the firſt 
place begged my pardon a thouſand 
times over for the crime of which he 
inſiſted he was guilty againſt his firſt 
wife. He next conjured me, in the 
name of that tender pity which is na- 
tural to every boſom endued with real 
ſenſibility, to ſuffer Madame D'Etioles 
to remain undeceived of her preſent 
error, which could alone ſave herſelf 
and the child in her womb from cer- 
tain death, He then proteſted to me 
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- na moſt reſpectful tone — nor was F 
furpriſed, though T own I was ſomewhat 


embarraſſed by the proteſtation — that, 
with regard to him, I might make my- 


fel perfectly eafy, ſince the happy huſ- 


band of Eleonora had forfeited all his 
claims to Emily. But he muſt have 
obſerved my cheek  ſuffuſed with the 
deepeſt crimſon, when he told me that 
he thought it a moſt unfortunate cir- 
cumſtance for me to be under a neceſ- 
fity of ſtill encouraging the addreſſes of 
that amiable youth. Finally he requeſt- 
ed me to inform him what ſtrange con- 
catenation of miraculous events had re- 
feued me from deſtruction at Breſt, and 
conducted me fafe to Tours. —I minute- 
ty related to' him every eircumſtance, 
except the black villany of my unnatu- 


fal brother, on whom | could how eaſi- 


y take vengeance, but whom I ſincere- 
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ly pardon, and in whoſe favour I each 
day fervently implore the Almighty, 
that he may in his infinite mercy turn 
the wretch's heart, and bring him to a 
ſincere repentance. of his crimes. 
During this recital, Bovile, who at- 
tentively liſtened to every ſyllable I ut- 
tered, obſerved, with evident alarm, 
'that, as Murville was the intimate 
' friend of Varmont, Madame D'Etioles 
was hourly expoſed to the, misfortune 
of diſcovering my birth: © and Mur- 
ville,” added he, © is perhaps a more 
infamous character than you ſuppoſe; 
for though it pains me to remind you 


of the circumſtance — I muſt never- 


theleſs remark, that the contagious ex- 
ample of your brother cannot fail of 
deeply infecting and corrupting every 


133 EMILY DE VARMONF. 


one who has any connection with 
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| "Heh kad: 1 queſtions to pro- 
poſe to me; und, above all, we were 


anxious to concert ſome plan for ſcreen- 
ing Madame D'Etioles from the dangers 


by which me is ſurrounded. But Bo- 


vile perceived his brother-in-law. com. 


ing towards us, and we were obliged 
to change the ſubject of our converſa- 


ion. — On approaching us, Monſieur 
Dolerval complimented us on the hardy 
perſeverance we ſhowed in continuing 


our walk ſo long, notwithſtanding the 
ſeverity of the weather: and when we 


entered the drawing-room, Madame 
D Etioles formally obſerved to me that 
He thought I had been all this while 


Jocked up in my own apartment, . 
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I am perfectly conſcious that I ought _ 
to have retained ſufficient command 
over myſelf, to endure, for the remain- 
der of the evening, the heart-rending 
ſpectacle of the il-diſguiſed affliction 
of the brother and the ſiſter. But pity 
me, Dorothy] pity me ! the meaſure of 
my misfortunes already exceeds that of 
my fortitude. Nor will you be ſurpriſed 
at this, if you for a moment conſider, 
in all its different points of view, the 
eruel poſition of your ſiſter, in the midſt 
of ſo many objects, each intimately. 
linked with her moſt tender affections. 
Bitter indeed, to every one of the party, 
muſt be that portion of ſorrow, which, 
in my ſituation a ſituation each day be- 
coming more and more cruel, —[ muſtne- 
ceſſarily deal out to them. They, never- 
theleſs, will have but the ſmalleſt part of 
the burthen to ſuſtain : — 'tis on the fee 
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ble ſhoulders' of Emily that the chief 
weight of the enormous maſs will bear, 
Ah! while conſtantly obliged to con- 
ceal from one or other of them ſome 
hidden cauſe of ſorrow, ſome devour- 
ing chagrin, what would become of me, 
if I had tiot the conſolatory reſource of 
unboſoming myſelf to you, and reveal - 
ing to you the dreadful nente of 
en and | 


wn 
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Eu Y to Dororny. 


Tours, December 10. 
How mortifying it is to give pain to- 
thoſe we love, and to incur their difs' 
pleaſure! Already Madame DEtioles 
begins to ſhow leſs affection for her Ju- 
liette, ſo lately the object of her fond 
attachment: and the ungrateful Doler- 
val will, I believe, ſoon learn to hate 
me. 0 os Lad, _ 


1 2 
| | on 

In his impatient fits, now become 
more frequent, he inceſſantly torments | 
me with thoſe: ſentences — to me ſtill 
enigmatical—-which he has a thouſand 
times echboed in my ears: and you can- 
not eonceive chow much 1 feel myſolf 
7 


i 
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hurt by his injuſtice. I cannot deſcribe 
what I ſuffer when I obſerve him caſt 


a ſerutiniſing glance of his eye at Ju- 


liette and Bovile. But when, in a mo- 
ment after, he turns aſide, to conceal 
from my view the tears which bathe his 


cheek, — then, Dorothy, my internal 
| ſtruggles are more violent, - my wretch- 


3 is increaſed * 


Wes that engaging woman—ſo gen- 
tle, ſo timid, even while agitated by 
the emotions of jealouſy — when I ſee 


her privately ſteal an anxious look at 
|  Bovile and me — what is it that re- 


rains ine from ruſhing into her arms, 
claſping her to my boſom, and juſtify- 
ing myſelf by relating to her my whole 
hiſtory? What elſe could reſtrain me, 
but the dreadful certainty that I cannot 
ſatisfy her as a lover and a friend, with 

| 5 
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out ruining her forever a: as a mother and 
a wwifes ot 


What moſt of all torments her and 
Dolerval, is to ſee me ſo frequently 
walking in company with Bovile. But 
we would not fo often reſort to the 
garden —or, rather, we would no longer 
reſort to it at all if they had but ſhqwn- 
ſufficient patience to let us walk there 
once or twice without interruption.” 
Whenever, after repeated unſucceſsful 
attempts, we had at length been able 
to ſlip away and meet there, Dolerval 
immediately followed and joined us. 
Yeſterday, as on the day before, he be- 
gan by an ĩronical compliment on “ the 
invincible reſolution which enabled us 
to brave ahe inclemency of the ſeaſon. 
—To-day his conduct is of a quite dif- 
ferent nature: — we have ſeveral times 


| 
| 
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| detected him in the very act, I might 


almoſt ſay, of liſtening to us. As ſoon 
as he ſees us at a diſtance; he approaches 
us, but always contrives to let us walk 
before; then, when he is very near, he 
advances flowly and ſoftly): but even 


in this caſe, he cannot avoid overtaking 


us, as we ſtudioufly flacken our pace, 


though without any apparent deſign. 


Thus forced to join company with us, 
he makes one of the) party, but, with- 
out uttering a ſingle word. Perhapo 
he is afraid, that, if he attempted. to 
ſpeak; his. ſecret vexation would break: 
out into ſonie.auiguarded expreflions:; 
He! therefore contents himſelf, wit | 
walking by my 'fide{-»+ regulates! his 
Reps by ours, and thus) agcempaitingi 
ust he obliges us to rejlarpta dhe; 
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This evening, however, he ſuffered 
us to remain near an hour together, 
and thus afforded us an opportunity: of 
coming to ſome important reſolutions: 
The meaſures which we have been 
obliged to determine on, are; to me, 
very cruel and ſevere much more fo 
than I was willing to acknowledgetꝰ 
Bovile. I found it neceſſary to prevail 
on him for the happineſs of his Eleg- 
nora — perhaps alſo for that of yours 
Dolerval — but certainly, certainly, nof 
for my own — to conduct me, one of 
theſe mornings — without the know- 
ledge of Madame D'Etioles or her bro- 
ther —to ſome convent, in whatever 
ſpot he thinks moſt adviſable. At firſt 
I had entertained a hope, that, by tak- 
ing the neceſſary precautions for ſecrecy, 
I might, without being known,” have 
been able to reach your convent: but! 

Vol. III. II 
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Bovile ſtrongly repreſented to me the 
thouſand unforeſeen accidents which 


might ſooner or later diſcover the place 


of my concealment: and when he ſpoke 


of the hatred which Madame Varmont 
bears. me, I felt a ſecret horror, and 
uddered at the idea of the ſtil] greater 


Fayngers to which I ſhould be expoſed 


from the cruelty of her ſon.—Pity your 


ſiſter, my dear Dorothy ! conſole me 


under this new calamity ! it is not in 
the ſame ſolitude with you that Fam 
to ſpend the remainder of my unfor- 


tunate life. 


This dreadful preliminary being once 
ſettled, we haſted to make our appear- 
ance in the parlour. I was aſtoniſhed 
that we had not been interrupted in 
our. melancholy deliberations ; but it 
ſeems that, on their part alſo, the bro- 
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ther and fiſter had had ſome buſineſs 
of a private and diſagreeable nature fo 
engage their attention: for, on our en- 
trance, they haſtily put up ſome letters 


they had been reading; and I obſerved 


a conliderable alteration in their coun- 


tenances : — that of Dolerval, indeed, 


exhibited every mark of the moſt violent 
agitation, - 


During the courſe of the night they 
have had very long and very myſterious 
conſultations together. I ſuſpect — and 
Bovile is of the ſame opinion — that J 


was the unfortunate ſubje& of their 


converſation. It is certain, that, while 
they whiſpered each other, they caſt 
ſuch looks 'at me, as almoſt terrified 
me. At-ſupper-time, young Dolerval 
did indeed occaſionally addreſs his diſ- 
courſe to me, but not without extraor- 
H 2 
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dinary and painful efforts on his part; 
while his ſiſter, deeply wrapt in 
thought, ſeemed hardly conſcious of 
my preſence. It is all over, Dorothy 
J have Joſt their affections! My heart, 
touched with tender pity, can ſtill par- 
«don Madame D'Etioles : but as to Do- 
6 is utterly inexcuſable. 


Do not, however, imagine, Dorothy, 
that their preſent injuſtice to me will 
render me leſs ſenſible of the bitter- 
neſs of the ſeparation which is ſoon to 
take place. No] do not once imagine 
it. My departure is to be followed by 
an eternal abſence— that cruel depar- 
ture will hurry ine to an untimely 
grave! Ah! ſo much the better, ſince 
I ſhall thus be the ſooner releaſed from 
a- life of ſuffering, But it is not that 
conſideration which has influenced me 
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to take this ſtep : — my principal ob- 
je& is to reſtore peace and happineſs 
to thoſe two ungrateful perſons to 
whom my preſence. is now a torment. 
Perhaps, at no very diſtant day, when 
they hear of the generous: ſacrifice I 
have made, they may come and ſhed 


over my grave the tear of "I 
and regret, 
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EmiLY to Dogkor Rr. 


Tours, December 1 I, noon 


WHAT a ſcene ! happily, a few more 
ſuch cruet trials will be ſufficient to 


conſign me to the peaceful manſions of 
the dead. 


This morning Madame D*Etioles re- 
ceived me with all thoſe marks of 
friendſhip which were once familiar to 
us. I was at firft ſurpriſed to find 
Monſieur Dolerval in her apartment at 
ſo early an hour. They were pacing 
the room with haſty ſtrides ; and Do- 


lerval, after the firſt compliments were 


paſled, ſeeming eager to produce ſome 


letters which he had in his pocket- 


book, his fiſter ſtopped him, ſaying, 
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„Wait a moment: let us not be in too 
great a hurry : it eannot be long till 
your friend Bovile comes down.” 


In fact he ſoon made his appear- 
ance ; and Madame D'Etioles imme- 
diately addreſſed him, — placing her- 
ſelf at the ſame time between Dolerva 
and me, — © I have impatiently waited 
for you,” ſaid ſhe—* I beg you will take 1 Fe. 
a ſeat —I beg you will give me a mo- 
ment's hearing, without interruption 
and I requeſt, that both of you” — di- 
refting her diſcourſe to her brother 
and me — “ will do me the ſame fa- 


vour.“ 


« Bovile,” continued ſhe, te by what 
unaccountable fatality has it happened 
that the period of your return —a pe- 

H 4 
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riod fo-ardently wiſhed for by your wife 
and your friend, and which was to ter- 
minate all their ſorrows — has hitherto 
been productive of nought but the moſt 
butter affliction to the one and to the 
other? Whatever may be the hidden 
cCauſe of our misfortunes, it is of the 
moſt preſſing importance immediately 
Nod inveſtigate it. I do not think we are 
* all equally capable of much longer en- 
during our preſent ſituation, which is 
evidently more or leſs painful to every 
one of us. And ſince, ſooner or later, 
an explanation muſt neceſſarily take 
place, you will, no doubt, — at leaſt 

I hope you will — be obliged to me 

for the promptitude as well as the 
frankneſs withy which I. mean to call 


* 
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Perhaps, Madam,” (addreſſing me) 
% my brother bad- fome right to ex- 
pect, in confideration of his tender af- 
-feftion,” that you ſhould diſcloſe to him 
to him, I fay, in preference to any 
one elſe — the impenetrable myſtery of 
your misfortunes. I do not inquire 
whether you have actually honoured © 
my more fortunate huſband with your 
confidence, or why him rather than my 
brother or me: I content myſelf with 
requeſting, that, for the general bene- 
fit of all preſent, you will impart your 
ſecrets to us all. Tis a favour which 
J ſolicit for my huſband's fake, who 
cannot long enjoy domeſtic happineſs, 
if he ſees his wife and his friend tor- 
mented with continual anxiety:— tis 
an act of juſtice which I demand in fa- 
your of my brother, who loves you'— as, 
Hs 
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no doubt, you well deſerve — to a de- 
gree of idolatry — but who is almoſt 


driven to diſtraction by your frequent 


and myſterious converſations with Bo- 


vile. I conjure. you to do it for my 
ſake alſo,” continued the, taking me 
by the hand, and affectionately ſqueez- 


ing it, — © ſince I can no longer con- 


ceal thatI am ſomewhat jealous of you. 
Finally, my dear Juliette, I conjure you 
for your own ſake — for the ſake of 
your character —of your virtues, which, 


even here under the auſpices of the 


moſt reſpectful love and the moſt cor- 


dial friendſhip, are not ſecure from the 


attacks of what I am willing to fup- 
poſe the blackeſt calumny. 


Fo, Brother, Sos the two. letters. — 
He received them,” continued ſhe, 
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on the fifth of this month, a few mo- 


ments before- he ſet out from Paris on 
his return hither.” . 


e do not believe one Fuable of the 
contents,” cried Dolerval — © not a 
ſingle ſyllable.” 


© In the firſt place,” reſumed Madame 


D'Etioles, © you muſt allow me to ac- 
cuſe you of the moſt profound diſſimu- 
lation. I have often had occaſion to 
ſpeak to you of his elder brother Mur- 
ville : but you never once gave me room 
even to ſuſpect that you were acquaint- 
ed with him. I can account for your 
filence, Juliette: and as to the writer 
of the other letter — Monſieur de Var- 


» 


mont — I hope you have not had the 


misfortune to 
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IJ.eöuld bear no more, Dorothy. — 
At the name of my brother, pronounc- 

ed by Madame \D*Etioles, I fainted 
away, 
ot to idols! - 
On recovering my ſenſes, I obſerved 
her labouring under the' moſt violent 
agitation — her brother bathed in tears 
and Bovile pale with affright. 


"— [ 1 ger 
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„ She is acquainted with him!“ ex- 


2 Dolerval. ; avid 1 


r mould the Ina ———_—_ of 
Hines, or the ſight of a letter in his 
hand · writing, terrify her to ſuch a. de · 
e Madame D'Etioles. 

20 [Hore! Bovile 8 to Mea; but 
his voice faultered; and he vainly in- 


os 
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ſiſted on being put in OR of. my 
two formidable Jekters . t Hd 
f bt It 110 der Of 
1 * th ra aldud; Madam! py Cale 
I: “read them. I tremble, it is true: 
n it is not for myſelf I nn. 


* after, I obſerved Dean 
Pe pure compaſſion for me, I pra- 
ſume — putting back the letters into 
his pocket book But I told him it 
was now too late to ſtand upon cere- 
mony, or obſerve any further delicacy 
in, the affair. — I begged to be allowed 
a ſight of the letters: I entreated —I 
urged—1 conjured. ; At length Ma- 
dame D'Etioles prevailed on him to 
put them into my hands. I read them 
myſelf: — yes, Dorothy, I had the cou- 
rage to read them has now. * eyes 
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fwim in darkneſs — my hand ſhakes — 
but, tis no matter !— before I relate 
to you the concluſion of that dreadful 


ſcene, let me. ſend you copies of both 


« 
- 
«. 
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the letters. I ſhall then inform you of 


the comments to which they gave riſe 
— how they have remained in my poſ- 


ſeſſion — and what uſe I intend to 
make of them. | 


 Murville to Dolerual... 
8 4 Breſt, December 1. 


«You are an adept at the pencil, my 
dear brother! — a perfect adept ! The 


miniature bears ſo ſtriking a reſem- 
blance, that the very firſt ſight of it 
made me almoſt frantic with aſtoniſh» 
ment and joy. You muſt know her 


"EMILY DE VARMONT. 159 
well, ſince you can draw her picture 
ſo perfectly from memory alone: but, 
luckily for you, I am ſtill better ac- 
quainted with her. No doubt, ſhe is 
a charming girl: but if I can believe 
the account 1 have had of her from 
Varmont, who has a more intimate 
knowledge of her than I, the muſt, with 
all her charms, be a downright monſter. 
However, I do not give implicit credit 
to every thing he ſays: for F know that 
perſons diſappointed in love-affairs are 
but too apt to harbour a laſting reſent: - 
ment, which, in ſpite of their utmoſt 
efforts to conceal it, will occafionally 
break out, and will prompt them F } 
not to invent groſs falſchoods — at leaſt 
to exaggerate diſagreeable truths. on 
the whole, however, making all due al- 
lowance for this and every other cir 
cumftance which might operate as a 
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Arawhback on the credibility of his let- 
ter, 1 I think I may pretty ſafely venture 
to affirm, that your intended bride..is, 
to Hay the leaſt of her, a damſel of very 
ſuſpicjous character.— That you ſhould 
take hex as, the. temporary mpanion 
of your vacant hours, were pardonable 
enough ; and, } in ſuch caſe, I might 
perbaps conſent, i in your favour, to re- 
ſign my claims to her. But to think 
of marrying ber! I'd endure a thouſand 
deaths rather tan ſuffer, Jou to take 
ſuch a ſtep: * let me caution yon 
10 bg, en your, guard ggainſt mei, for 


| there are no; meaſures which I would 


„ 


eſitate to attempt with, a view to xe 
zue you | from ſuch a 501 connection. 
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ER. s. 175 1 thoughts, I ſend 


An 99 
you the laſt letter. I received from Var- 
mont. I ou will ſee what, an account 
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he gives of the amiable girl whom you 
intend to honour with your hand. The 
pretty epiſtle will no doubt charm you; 
for I ſend it to you entire, except the 
firſt paragraph which is devoted to a 
pompous eulogium on the © adorable 
fair!“ Adieu, my over-good-natured 
brother; and let me again caution you 
to ſtand on your guard againſt me,” 


__—_— 


* — a 


Varmout to Mur ville. 
© « Paris, November 25. 
| 4-3 16:4 0 
* + #4 44% # + # 4+ +# 
] was not in the ſmalleſt degree an- 
gry with you, my dear friend: —my 
only reaſon for not writing to you was 


that my time was wholly engroſſed by 
the plagues of buſineſs, My younger 
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ſiſter, whom I had lately ſettled in the 
world, has taken into her head to die; 


and you know the worthy exit of that 


Bovile, whoſe property has been all 
confiſcated. Now, the marriage-por- 
tion which I had given him with my 
ſiſter, is an object worth the trouble of 


reclaiming: and hence I am eternally 


ſurrounded by lawyers and attorneys, 
who almoſt diſtratt me. You will ſay, 
perhaps, that they muſt certainly leave 
me ſome moments of leiſure : — very 


few, I aſſure you; and thoſe few are 


Pretty well employed in the company 
of a handſome girl who is by no means 
obdurate. You will therefore excuſe 


-me for baving, under ſuch circum- 
ſtances, given love the e over 


ah. 


- 42 to the wench you mention, Lak 
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ſure you ſhe was as far from my thoughts 
as if I had never ſeen her in my whole 
life. I was, indeed, almoſt ſurpriſed to 
find that ſhe was ſtill in exiſtence : ſtill 
greater was my aſtoniſhment on learn- 
ing that ſhe was in any other hands 
than yours. But Lafleur, with whom 
I have had fome converſation on the 
| ſubjeR, has poſitively aſſured me. 

that he ſaw her very negligently neh- 
ed at your country-ſeat ; and in fact I 
know the damſel is very alert in on. 
dew as of | 


4; -propos } I had Nomiſe you her 
1 I will now give you a ſketch of 
The dear girl had been ſold to me 
bf for about half a hundred louis- 
d'ors, by a ſort of a mother, who war- 

ranted her untouched. But, in this par- 
ticular, I was, at the very outſet, cheat- 
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ed in the bargain, - Nevertheleſs, ſuch 
was my infatuation, that I conſented, 
at her carneſt entreaty, to conduEt her 

to Breſt, where; ſhe ſaid. the wiſhed to 

bid adieu to her brother, who was 

| ready ta ſail on board the fleet. That 
pretended. brother, however, was a 
ſcoundrel gallant of hers: and on the 
very night of our arrival at Breſt, whilſt 
I lay faſt aſleep, and little dreaming of 
the trick that was prepared for me, the 
.amiable, girl, having firſt taken the pru- 
dent precaution of ſeizing all my valu- 
ables, gently opened the door, and made 

2a precipitate retreat. But my ſervant, 
-who is awaked by. the flightclt noiſe, 
heard her footſteps; on the ſtair. paſe, 

. purſued. her, and was near overtaking 
her by the water ſide, when, blinded by 
ber fears; ſhe jumped into the ſea, By 
hat miraculous interference of provi- 
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dence ſhe' eſcaped from that fituation 
and came into your poſſeſſion, heaven 
only knows. — You' may now aft as 
you Pleaſe, my dear friend: but, for 
your own fake, I adviſe you to think no 
more of her. You will have to en- 
couiiteſ abundant plague and vexation 
in the purſuit of her: but, pon honour, | 
the'is not worth the trouble. 


es 4 


ER. 1 nevertheleſs, that, if you 
do really entertain a friendſhip for the 
man who has conceived a fancy to 
make her his wife, you cannot be too 
expeditious in taking meaſures, hows 
ever violent, to prevent him from con- 

. cluding a marriage which would dit- 
grace him in the firſt inſtance, and 
3 ſooner or later prove an inex- 

hauftible ſqurce of miſery to > him, | ry 
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Whatever reſolution you may adopt 
on n the occaſion, the only intereſt I feel 
in the. buſineſs is what proceeds from 
friendſhip for you, my dear Murville ; 
and I ſincerely hope that you may be 
able to baniſh her from your thoughts, 
as I wiſh her to forget me. I hope, 


however, that the fooliſh - blockhead, 


who, on a former occaſion, undertook 
to warrant me ſafe with reſpe& to her, 
and thereby in ſome meaſure cheated 
me of my money, will have reaſon to 
repent of the deception. Adieu, Mur- 


ville! I pity you if you ſtill love her: I 


| pity your friend much more, if he mar- 
Ties her,” 


Sock, Dorothy, were the mortifying 
inſults I was obliged to endure in pre- 


EMILY DE VARMONT. 167 


ſence of that young man who is almoſt 
diſtracted with love and with fear, and 
who perhaps finds a difficulty in re- 
pelling ſuſpicions the moſt injurious to 
the woman he loves. I trembled for 
his ſiſter when 1 began the dreadful 
| taſk of reading the letters. But when 
I ſaw the tendency of the deteſtable, 
falſehoods which the ingenious villany 
of Varmont had fabricated with a view 
of ruining me, — when I perceived 
that his atrocious calumnies would at. 
leaſt furniſh a more impenetrable veil 
to blind the eyes of Madame D'Etioles 
—and that, at the expenſe of theſe 
new outrages offered to me, that ami- 
able woman would be reſcued from the 
frightful conſequences of a diſcovery, 
I in ſome degree reſumed my cou- 
rage. I continued to read with a more 
ſteady voice: —I read the letters 


N 
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through : and Bovile, who, i in all the 
anguiſh of cruel expectation, was at 
firſt alarmed for his wife, ſoon changed 
the object of his apprehenſions, and 
ſhuddered for me alone. wh 


I paſs over in filence the long com- 
mentary t to which the inſolent remarks 
of Murville gave riſe : but ſome of the 
obſervations which were produced by 
the calumnies of Varmont, unfortu- 
nately deſerve to be related. _ 


At that paſſage of Varmont's letter 
where he ſays you know the worthy 
exit of that Bovile, whoſe property has 
been all err N 


Unparalleled inſolence pe exclaim- 
ed the huſband of Madame D'Etioles 
and ſhall I, after that, any longer 
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obey the dictates of a miſtaken delica- 
cy? — Know then — what I repent of 
not having told you before — know that 
this Varmont was the very perſon who 
cauſed me to be thrown into the Ba- 
ſtille. Yes, it was he: every circum- 
ſtance concurs in proving the fact to 
demonſtration. On my arrival at Paris, 
{ immediately flew to the houſe of my 
unworthy brother-in-law, to inquire of 
himſelf in perſon whether it was true 
that he reclaimed ſix hundred thouſand 
livres which he had never paid. — The 
unbluſhing ſcoundrel had the effrontery 
to tell me to my face that I never would 
have given him a receipt for that ſum if 
he had not paid it to me. Shocked at 
ſuch conſummate villany, I inſtantly 
quitted the houſe, and went to put up 
at an hotel, to which, I make no doubt, 
Vor. III. I 
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he had me followed by one of his ſer- 
vants. It was then, for the firſt time, 
L learned that the report which had en- 
couraged me to undertake the journey, 
was wholly unfounded. My enemy be- 
ing ſtill in office, I ought to have in- 
ſtantly quitted the capital: but I wiſh- 
ed to write a letter to my wife; and, 
beſides, I was much fatigued with tra- 
velling. I therefore ventured to ſtop for 
a few hours. Not a living ſoul in the 


whole city, except Varmont, had. even 


the ſlighteſt ſuſpicion of my being ſtill 
in exiſtence, or of my journey to the 
capital. Nevertheleſs an information 
was given againſt me that very night, 
as you already know, ſince the mini- 


ſterial runners, who were charged with 


the ettre-de-cachet for my arreſt, came to 
ſeize me in my bed at four o clock! in 


the morning.” 
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Madame D'Etioles and her brother 
could ſcarcely believe it poſſible that 
Varmont ſhould be guilty of ſuch black 
and infamous treachery : but, for my 
part, Dorothy, the moment I heard the 
account, which I am convinced is li- 


terally true, I plainly recogniſed the 


hand of Varmont throughout the * 
tranſaction. 


Meanwhile, I reſumed the reading of 
the letters, but ſoon ſtopped at a ſub- 
ſequent paſſage, and, caſting a look to- 
wards Bovile, „ Yes,” ſaid I, © 'tis 
true, indeed that I was © ſo/d by a ſort 
of a mother ;* but it was the moſt ge- 
nerous of men who bought me. Yet 
what a baſe requital he has received 
from my worthleſs relatives! Ah! hea- 


ven grant, at leaſt, that he may expe- 


I2 
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rience, in a new alliance, that happineſs 
of which every individual of my family 
ſeems deſtined to deprive him !” 


The two perſons, my dear Dorothy, 
to whom the real import of my words 
was unintelligible, could not forbear 
giving them a very unfavourable inter- 
pretation; for I ſaw Madame D'Etioles 
bluſh, and Monſieur Dolerval ſink over- 
whelmed with conſternation. 


A few lines further on, Madame 
D'Etioles in a tremulous tone aſked me 
whether it was true that I had been 
conducted to Breſt” ; 


« Alas! Madam, it is true!“ was 
my anſwer — an anſwer which coſt her 


brother ſeveral deep ſighs. 


EMILY DE VARMONT. 173 


« Is it true,” aſked he in his turn, 
© that you loved ſome perſon on board 


the fleet?“ 


« Yes, Sir = — I — I did love a cer- 
tain perſon — 


At this anſwer, Dorothy, he turned 
pale — he ſat down — and I thought 
he would have fainted away. 


A moment after, Bovile *exclaimed 
with vehemence, © But it is a labyrinth 
of complicated villany, obſcurity,” and 
infamy, in the mazes of which my ſen- 
ſes are loſt — my reaſon bewildered.” 


« Yes!” cried Dolerval, impetuouſ- 
ly ſtarting up from his ſeat —© yes! 
you have rightly named it a labyrinth 


I 3 


I now expect. 
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of complicated villany, obſcurity, and 


Anfamy — a myſtery of iniquity — a 
| heap of calumnies, to which, notwith- 


ſtanding her confeſſions, I cannot yet 
prevail on myſelf to give credit.” 


At ſength I reached the concluſion 


of the letters. Madame D' Etioles re- 


maiued for ſome time ſilent: then look- 
ing at me with an air which affected 


me to the very ſoul, © Well !” ſaid ſhe, 


* 


—— Expect, dear Madam l“ 


«* Your name, your ſecrets, your miſ- 


fortunes — 1 misfortunes which are 


to juſtify you” 


In order to wow — Madam, 
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I muſt ſacrifice the moſt deſerving of . 
women.” 


Juliette] my dear Juliette! appear- 
ances are ſtrongly againſt you: — your 
own confeſſion ſeems to confirm them: 
— ſpeak, nevertheleſs, and I am ready 
to believe. 


« And I. Madam, am ready to ſacri- 
fice myſelf ....” 


« I beg, Juliette,” ſaid ſhe, ſtepping 8 
back to ſome little diſtance, © that you ü 
will ſeriouſly reflect on the matter. The 
confeſſion which I ſolicit you to make, 
is indiſpenſably neceſſary.“ 


« You inſiſt on it, Madam? — Then 
W 


— 
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I — I requeſt you will allow me three 
days to conſider of it.“ 


Three days exclaimed the youth, 
who had liſtened all the while in the 
moſt cruel anxiety of an 


« Three days! added Madame 
D'Etioles. 


« Yes, three days; and if I do not, 
at the expiration of that time, acquaint 
you with my hiſtory, I promiſe at leaſt 
that 1 ſhall then depart, though with 
the moſt heart-felt regret, from this 
houſe where my preſence is productive 
of nought but uneaſineſs and confu- 
. 


« What a ſevere alternative you pro- 
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poſe, J uliette! And do you then think 
that I can conſent to it with indif- 
ference? Beſides ſee that young man 
ee. . “ 1 

“ Take pu on my ſufferings!” in 
terrupted he, 


« Your ſufferings,” ſaid I, add poi- 
gnancy to mine : nevertheleſs I muſt 
continue inflexible. But will you, Do- 
lerval, grant me one fayour ?” | 


« Speak, Juliette ! my very life is at 
your command.” 


e The more dreadful the contents of 
thoſe letters, the more neceſſary it is 
that they ſhould remain in my poſſeſ- 
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ſion: 1 beg you will allow me to keep 
and make a proper uſe of them. 


« Alas!“ replied he, © what a pre- 
ſent ! — You are going, Juliette? — 
Cruel woman ! do you wiſh that ſuch 
dreadful ſuſpicions -... . . ? 


E cannot provent you, Sir, from 
entertaining them: but a day will yet 
came, Doleryal, — a day will come, 
when calumniated iunoceuce will only ap- 
pear more engaging !"' 


F At theſe words I withdrew. — And 
now, Dorothy, that I have unboſomed 


myſelf to you, let me commit to the 
flames thoſe abominable letters, thoſe 


additional proofs of the villany of Var- 
mont.— There! —and thus periſh. eve- 
ry trace of his crimes ! 


W 
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I was ſurpriſed to find ſhe was till 
in exiſtence,” ſays he. — Wretch! I 
believe you were, You had left no 
meaſures untried to guard againſt ſuch 
a ſurpriſe: and from the concluding 
words of that letter penned by your 
murderous hand, I am convinced that 


your unfortunate accomplice will be 


ſeverely puniſhed for having been leſs 
barbarous, inhuman, and ſavage, than 
his employer. 


And as to that Murville, whoſe con- 


duct towards me has already been ſo 


culpable, what deſigns can he ſtill have 


upon me? What new ſcheme of op- 


preſſion has he formed againſt his ſlave ? 
— His ſlave! no! I no longer am, I 


cannot again be, his ſlave. Bovile is 
here ! and Dolerval, moreover —I am 


convinced that Dolerval would never 
I 6 
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ſuffer his brother to inſult me. Beſides, 
have I not an infallible reſource againſt 
every attempt of his? What have I to 
fear from the moſt determined perſe- 
cutor, fince I ſee myſelf reduced to that 
extreme of wretchedneſs which makes 
me look on death as a bleſſing? 
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Bur to Donorzr: 


| Ar _ Fel dreadful n of my 
misfortunes is filled. Read, Dorothy, 
and learn the new ſeries of diſaftrous & 
events that have juſt taken place. [7 


2 „ ; * December r1, midnight — 
* 


It was near fix o'clock in the evening, 
win the growing darkneſs rendered it 
difficult to diſtinguiſh objects at a un! 
diſtance: I ſtill kept myſelf ſhut up in 
my apartment, where I at leaſt enjoyed 
the liberty of ſighing without interrup= 
tion. — Bovile knocked at my doorg® 


requeſted me to open it, and then 7 


treated that I would indulge him wil 
the opportunity of a ſhort converſation 
— Alarmed left he ſhould be ſeen . 


82 
my bed- chamber, and juſtly apprehen- 
ſtve that ſuch a diſagreeable diſcovery 
would give additional force to the jea- 
lous {uſpicions entertained by his wife, 
1 repreſented to him that it would be 
much more adviſable to converſe in the 
” garden. He agreed to the propoſal; 
and, on our arrival there, he immedi- 
Nately exclaimed, © Your brother is the 
\ ' moſt execrable villain upon earth, It 
5 s he —1 have not a doubt it was he, 
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2 I ene to defend w_ | brother 
4 | againſt the charge, dif 


I * No ! no!“ cried Bovile c your 
MWecroſfity can no longer blind me: 
5 E aviction - flaſhes on my mind; and 
from every circumſtance I am perſuad- 
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ed that you too are convinced. My 
dear Emily, I much fear that others 
will ſoon be equally ſo. This morning, 
in the agony of grief by which you were 
overpowered, you ſaid too much. My 
wife's thoughts are now buſily oc 
pied in | pondering, conjecturing, col- Þ 
lecting together a crowd of detached 
circumſtances, and compating ' wit : 
them your irteproachable conduct and 
your equivocal anſwers. From your 
confeſſions, obſcure as they were, ſha? 
draws inferences which aid her in rol 
cing with cruel certainty thoſe facts“ 
that have been ſo diſtorted and miſre- 
preſented in Varmont's letter, — A feu 
minutes ago, walking about the roo! 
the ſaid to herſelf — Her mother ſ 

her! —a generous man bought he 
ſhe was conducted to Breſt ! — ſhe Wks} 

m love with ſomebody on board the: | 
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4 fleet! — ſhe fell into the ſea !' Then 
& ſuddenly turning to me, my unfortu- 
nate wife aſked me with vehemence 
this alarming queſtion — How old 
was Mademoiſelle. de Varmont when 
you married her?” — Oh, Emily! beau- 
10 teous and generous Emily, I much fear 
that the dreadful denouement is at hand. 
Let us, however, redouble our precau- 
| tions to keep it at a diſtance,” 


« Huſh !” aid 1 n him. 


« Why ?” ſaid Bovile. 


g Look behind you — ſee that young 
an — Dolerval — following us — 
tching us — liſtening to our diſ- 


ſe.” 


1 
* N 4 


« One word more,” added he in a 


"= 


EMILY DE VARMONT., 185 


whiſper. © Let us continue our walk a 
few minutes longer, in order to ſave 
appearances. Do you then return to 
your apartment — lock yourſelf in — 
and if Madame D'Etioles knocks at the 
door, don't open it. At midnight I'll 
come to you, and take you away — 
yes, unfortunate Emily, I'll conduct 
you back to the ſolitude of the cloi- 
ſter, from which I once reſcued you, 
only to plunge you deeper | in 1 Misfore 
f ‚ IO : 07 15 
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8 Huſh huſh 4 0 he! is quite near us. 


9 © Well; thin; let us change the ſub, N 
Jeet of our converſation.” LC | =o 


« Yes, let us ſpeak of the alarm gi "4 
en me by Murville : after what has * 
this day l I may, without im- 
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propriety, venture to talk of him in his 
brother's hearing.” 


IG this time, Dorothy, the young 
man joined our company, but, accord- 
ing to his uſual praftice of late, with- 

out uttering a ſingle word. He only 
walked by my ſide, as on former occa- 
ſions, and regulated his ſteps by ours. 
I, on the other hand, without ſpeaking 
to him — without even looking at him 

— continued to converſe with Bovile 

in that eaſy natural tone which one 

preſerves when not afraid of being 
overheard by a third perſon. © I con- 
feſs,” Taid I, that I am ſeriouſly a- 
by larmed when I think of Murville. What 
| be wicked ſcheme can it be that he 1 is * 
= tg nn me?” 


| = | 
Make your mind andy on a 
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head,” replied Bovile: © thoſe puny 
ſparks, who are ſo formidable in the ſe- 
duction of female innocence — believe 
me, it is only againſt women that they Þ 
have any courage. It is not againſt Þ# 
men who have ſeen ſervice that they : 
dare diſplay their ſtrength and valour. 

As long as a fingle drop of blood flows 
in my veins, you have nothing to fear 
from your contemptible enemies: a bare 
look from a man of ſpirit is ſufficient to 
make them tremble.“ 


8 
* 
hs . 


A s he concluded theſe words, we had 
reached the extremity of the arbour, a 
near a private door which opens from 
the garden towards the ſuburbs. At the | 

moment when Bovile turned round, in 
tending to go quietly back to the ho 
the young man, unaccountably urged 4 
by a ſydden impulſe of madneſs, ſeized * 


| 
| 
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me in his arms, and hurried me away 
with the rapidity of the lightning. At 
the ſame time, the door opened of it- 
ſelf, and inſtantly ſhut behind me. Thus 
was I, in a moment, ſeparated from my 
protector ; and whilſt Bovile — ſtupe- 
fied, no doubt, by my ſudden diſappear- 
ance — remained confined in the gar- 
den, I was thruſt into a poſt-chaiſe 
which ſtood in waiting on the ſpot; 
my raviſher ſprang into it after me ; the 
driver whipped his horſes, and I was 
carried away at full gallop. 


: — 
* I — 1 
* q 
— 
5 . 


I confeſs that even then I felt a great- 
er degree of ſurpriſe than of apprehen- 
= ſion. © Unfortunate Dolerval !” ſaid I 
do you reflect on the ſtep you are 
making ? to what an extreme of madneſs 
has your paſſion impelled you! *Tis to 
4 * deareſt friend that, you now offer 
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an inſult : 'tis from the houſe of your be- 
loved Eleonora that you carry off the 
woman whom your reſpectful attach- 
ment had inſpired with ſentiments of 
. + . . of eſteem! What! are you, too, 


Dolerval, become the oppreſſor of wo- 
mankind d“ 


| ) 3 

To theſe expoſtulations I received no 
other anſwer than a half-ſtifled titter.— 
I now began to be ſeriouſly alarmed: L 
loaded the young man with reproaches, 4 
and aſked him a thouſand queſtions : WY 
but he preſerved an obſtinate ſilence.— 
At length the moſt frightful ſuſpicions 2 
began to darken my mind, and I ſhriek-# 
ed with terror. Immediately he ſto „ 
ped my mouth with one hand, Wh 
with the other he took inſulting lib 
ties. Enraged at his inſolence, I e 1 
erted both my teeth and my nails in in 
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flicting on him ſeveral marks of my re- 
ſentment: but this .cruel ſtruggle was 
interrupted by one ſtill more cruel. We 
heard the report of a piſtol ; and the 
poſtillion fell . to the ground, crying 
murder! murder!“ At the ſame'in- 
ſtant, a ruffian appeared at the carriage - 
2 door, and diſcharged a ſecond ſhot. 
By the flaſh of his piſtol, I could per- 
eeive that the aſſaſſin was maſked, and 


a that the perſon who a moment before 
had inſulted me, and was now become 


J my protector, was Murville. Murville 
© had thrown himſelf forward between 


me and the murderer, and received in 


Yo * by 
2 * 1 
4 : N 


his body the ſhot which was levelled at 
e. «Whoever you are,” cried he, 
Stake my purſe and my life! but ſpare 
W ! reſpe& ſuch beauty! Meanwhile 
ne ſearched for his piſtols, but could 
uot find them; and whilſt a third ſhot 
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was fired, which, I ſuppoſe, miſſed. 
him, be ſprang from the carriage —- 
ſeized his enemy by the throat — over- 
powered him, — brought him to the 
ground — and, while rolling and ſtrug- 
gling with him in the duſt, repeatedly #8 
cried out © My piſtols! my piſtols! ſee 
if they be not under the cuſhion,” 4 

In this dreadful emergency, Dorothy, 
felt myſelf animated with preternatu- 
ral courage. I leapt from the chaiſe, 
armed with Murville's piſtols; and the 
hand of a woman was perhaps to ter- 
minate the life of a murderer. But judge 
how great my terror, when, at that ve= g& 
ry eee at no great diſtancq 


niſhment, remained a quiet ſpectator c A, 
this dreadful conflict, — but who now 


9 
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approached me, and earneſtly examined 
my features. | N Hi 


n „What! tis you, Madam ! Allow 
me,” ſaid he, ſnatching the piſtols from 
my hand, — allow me, who once 
= faved your life in this very wood, to 
3 ſave you now from the commiſſion of a 
crime. To me it belongs to take ven- 
geance for thoſe diabolical deeds which 
E he has ſo often attempted to force me 
W to perpetrate : — to me it t belongs to 
3 puniſh him.” 


From theſe words, Dorothy, you will 
Jas readily conclude that it was Lafleur 
A who ſpoke to me, as I diſcovered him 
we ſound of his voice: —T need not 
erefore tell you who was the cruel 
monſter againſt whom Murville main- 
tained this unequal combat. 
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Enraged with fury, the ſervant le- 
yelled one of the piſtols at his maſter, 
but with a feeble, trembling, unſteady 


hand, when ſuddenly he ſtaggered, and . 


fell to the ground, writhing in agony. 
The ſhot, nevertheleſs, muſt have hit 
his accomplice, who immediately utter- 
ed a loud ſhriek. He was not however 
diſabled by the wound, which” ſeemed, 


on the contrary, to redouble his ſtrength 


by redoubling his rage: for, by one 
mightyg effort, he diſengaged himſelf 
from the+ graſp of Murville, and ran 
towards me with a drawn dagger in 
his hand. | 


„Advance, cruel wretch !” ſaid I, 
* I ſhall not attempt to pick up the re- 
maining piſtol, which your accomplice 
was unable to make uſe of, in order to 


defend myſelf. I had rather a thouſand 


Vor. III. K 
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times receive death at your hand, than 
take andy our * 


But it 90 my Haar was not yet 
come. — Murville, animated by the 
ſight of my critical fituation, colleQed 
all his ſtrength, ſprang up, and ruſhed 
in between us, exclaiming, © Poor 
girl! what have I brought you to? 'tis 
your blood that he thirſts for!” Thus 
the unfortunate man, who was by this 


time ſufficiently puniſhed, lamented and 


protected me at the ſame moment. 
With his unarmed hand he ſeveral 
times warded off the dagger which was 
aimed at my breaſt ; but there was lit- 


_ tle probability that he could have long 
reliſted ; and his murderer muſt have 


ſoon found himſelf at liberty to ſhed 


his ſiſter's blood, unmoleſted. The 
kindneſs of heaven, however, did not 


[ . 
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ſuffer the devoted victim to feel the 
concluding horrors of the dreadful ſa- 
crifice : my knees tottered — my eyes 
grew dim—and I fell ſenſeleſs under 
the wheels of the carriage, 


On recovering my ſenſes, I diſcover- 
ed a ſcene — ſuch a ſcene as I ſhall 
never forget! Alas! why was I recalled 
do life? — But, excuſe me, Dorothy — 
| muſt for a moment quit you, and re- 


pair to the bed- ſide of the dying man. 
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BovilE to DoroTay. 
Tours, 12th December, ſix in the afternoon, 


WORTHY fiſter of a woman whoſe 
matchleſs beauty is ſtill inferior to her 
angelic goodneſs, —- unfortunate ſiſter 
of the moſt execrable villain who has 
ever trod the earth, —'tis that Emily, 
for whom you entertain the moſt ten- 
der affection, and in whoſe defence 1 
ſhall be ever ready to riſk the laſt drop 
of my blood — tis Emily, who, over- 
whelmed by the weight of her diſtreſſes, 
but ſtil] anxious to remove your unea- 
ſineſs, has charged me to acquaint you 
with the particulars of her fate. 


Be not alarmed, Madam : your ſiſter 
is now ſafe from all further danger; 
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ihe eſcaped without a wound: and 
would to heaven that we could as ſuc- 
ceſsfully ſhield her heart from the 
ſhafts of ſorrow and affliction, as we re- 
ſcued her from the dagger of an aſſaſ- 
fin! 


Dolerval had ſnatched away Emily 
from my ſide — ſo, at leaſt, I imagined. 
I ran into the houſe, and there found 1 
him in company with his ſiſter. © Aſto- I 
niſhing !” cried I —< you have but this 
moment carried off Juliette in the gar- 
den — and I now find you here!“ 
« Heavens !” exclaimed Dolerval — 
« it muſt be my brother !— quick! 
quick ! let us purſue !” 


We haſtily ſaddled our horſes, and, at 
all events, I thought it well to take 
K 3 
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my cutlaſs with me. Our ſervants were 
ordered to follow us with all poſlible 
ſpeed, while Dolerval and I, with the 


rapidity of lightning, gallopped off in 
purſuit of the raviſher. 


At about half a league from Tours, 
we came up with a carriage ſtanding 
in the highway, in the middle of a 
wood. At a ſmall diſtance from it, 
were two men fighting near a woman 
who lay motionleſs on the ground, 
One of them brandiſhed a dagger: the 
other was unarmed. * Help! help!“ 
cried the courageous youth, who firmly 
-maintained his ground, though 3 
.edly wounded by. his 8884 


* "1.18 Murville that he is murder- 
ing! exclaimed Dolerval — and 1 im- 
mediately RO on the other, wes 
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we took for a robber, and with repcat- 
ed ſtrokes brought him to the ground. 


When the danger was over, Mur- 
ville, who had by this time ſuffered a 
conliderable loſs of blood, fainted away, 
We bound up his wounds as well as 
the darkneſs of the night would allow 
us; and lifting up Emily, who was ſtill 
in n ſtate of inſentibility, we placed her 
in the chaiſe, At this moment we 
heard hollow groans at a ſmall diſtance 
from us; and ſoon after a voice ſtruck 
our ears — “ Oh, my bowels | my bow- 
els! I burn! I'm undone! — help! 
help! and Pll diſcover the whole.“ 


We turned towards the found ; and 
ſearching for the perſon from whom it 
* [ ſtambled over the bad 
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of a man who lay writhing on the 
ground in the moſt excruciating con- 
vulſions. He attempted to ſpeak ; but, 
ſeized with a more violent paroxyſm 
of pain, was unable to utter any thing 
but ſhrieks and groans. A few ſteps 
farther, Dolerval found a man in the 
agonies of death: — 'twas Murville's 
poſtillion. On the other ſide I heard 
mingled groans, imprecations, and 
blaſphemies, which ſufficiently proved 
to me that the villain whom J had le- 
velled in the duſt, was yet far from his 
laſt moments. dun 


Surrounded by ſo many perſons in 
danger, our ſituation became embar- 
raſſing, when fortunately I deſcried at 
a diſtance the gleam of. flambeaux, 
which I immediately concluded our 
ſervants were bringing to us. Nor was 
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I miſtaken: it was our people who were 
coming : but they came not unaccom- 
panied. They eſcorted a carriage, in 
which was . . . . alas! my wife her- 
ſelf in perſon. — Eleonora, apprehen- 
ſive, that, after having overtaken the 
raviſher, we might perhaps be unable 
to prevail on him to reſign his prey — 
and that a fatal affray might enſue be- 
tween her brother and her huſband — | 
Eleonora had haſted after us, with a 8 | 
view to try what effect ſhe could pro- 
duce on her brother's mind by her ſoli- 
citations, which might probably have 
greater influence than our remonſtran- 1 
ces. — Unfortunate woman | what a 
dreadful ſcene was ſhe doomed to wit- 
neſs ! — what a diſtreſſing part was ſhe 
doomed to act in it! but how much 
more cruel, how much more diſtreſſ- 
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ing, the &clarrcifſement which was to en- 
ſue l 2 | | 


Murville was the firſt who recovered 
bis ſenſes, and © firſt of all,” ſaid he in 
a feeble tone, © relieve me from my 
- doubts, by Peg the maſk from that 
_ 8 face.” | 


We immediately obeyed him — and 
he at once recogniſed the wretch. I 
. too recogniſed him, and ſhuddered at 
the diſcovery. © Inhuman Varmont !” 
faid he — “ it, is then true that you 
wiſhed to murder me for the ſake of a 
woman to murder me? nay you 
wiſhed to murder your miſtreſs her- 
ſelf !? | 


His miſtreſs ?” interrupted the man 
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who had already ſpoken to me No f 
ſhe is his ſiſter!““ 


97 Bis ſiſter ! yy OY exclaimed 
Murville in affright + © his ſiſter ! — 
ah villain! the dark myſtery is now 
brought to light: — this is not the firſt 
time you have attempted to take away 
her life. And I was, a friend to this 
monſter ! Gracious heaven you have 
not yet ſufficiently puniſhed me !” 


His 1iſter !” exclaimed Eleonora, 
| burſting into tears. — © Ah! if he is Ju- 
liette's brother, whoſe wife, then, am am 

I 7 ny, 


8 Ulis ſiſter! re-· echoed Dolerval in 
piteous tone. “ _ Then ſhe Is. forever 
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liberty! His ſiſter ! —Bovile ! luckleſs 

Bovile ! you have ruined Eleonora!“ 

„ You are then Bovile ?“ ſaid the 

Elder brother of. Madame D'Etioles 

* and this generous, this beauteous, 

this reſpectable woman, whom I have 

ſo groſsly offended, — whoſe misfor- 

tunes I have ſo cruelly aggravated, — 

- whoſe virtues I ſo blindly overlooked, 
— ſhe is yours? ſhe is your wife? 


No!“ anſwered Emily, who at that 

moment recovered her ſenſes :—* no !” 

faid ſhe, pointing to Madame D'Etioles 
— © there is his wife.“ 


„ How!” replied Murville; then af- 
ter a ſhort pauſe, — «oh! yes! my 
ſiſter .. . once more at liberty! Bo- 
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vile ..,.. ſtill in exiſtence! .;';. loſt 
his former wife! . . Yes, I now re- 
collect what Dolerval .... . I compre- 


hend the whole -myſtery : — this gen- 


tleman proves to be the huſband of two 
wives.” At theſe words he preſented 


his hand to Madame D'Etioles with a 


look of tender ſympathy, as e 
his tears with hers. 


Mcxrehile every motive urged us to 
retire as ſpeedily as poſſible from this 
ſcene of horror. — Murville propoſed 
that he ſhould be conveyed in the poſt- 
chaiſe, — that Lafleur ſhould be placed 
by his ſide, — and that one of the ſer- 
vants ſhould keep guard over Var- 
mont, until ſome of the party could re- 
turn to take him away. But the ten- 
der and generous Emily would not ſuf- 
fer her deteſtable brother to remain in 
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that abandoned; ſtate, She requeſted, 
or rather; commanded, —for, at that 
moment eſpecially, her every word had 
the influence of a command, — that 
Murville and Lafleur ſhould be placed 
in the front ſeat of the coach, while 
ſhe and Madame D'Etioles took poſ- 
 fefhon of the back ſęeat. Thus her two 
perſecutors were indebted to her: for 
the ſad pleaſure and conſolation of be- 
ing able to renew to her their aſſu- 
rances of ſuicere repentance. Thus my 
two unfortunate wives, ſeated- fide by 
ſide, bad an opportunity of embracing 


- each other, and perhaps alleviating 


heir misfortunes by mingling their ſor- 
rows. Thus the execrable wretch who 
had attempted the life of her who is ſq 
dear to us all, was placed alone in the 
poſt-chaiſe which bis murderous; hands 

had ſtained with blood, and where his 
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now impotent rage vented itſelf i in the 
moſt dreadful imprecations. 


As 1 Murville's unfortunate poſtil- 
lion, I had his lifeleſs body placed on 


one of the horſes. — Dolerval and 1, 
oppreſſed with unutterable grief, took 
our ſtation on each fide of the coach, 


which echoed with the ſighs of thoſe 


who were the deareſt objects of our af- 
fection. In this order we ſet out; and 
the ſad cavalcade flowly proceeded tO 
the city. 


'We had diſpatched a ſervant before 
us to ſummon the aſſiſtance of the fa- 
culty ; and on our arrival at the houſe, 
we found the ſurgeons in waiting. 
They firſt examined Murville's wounds; 
and I have the ſatisfaction of announc- 
ing to you that that courageous youth, 
| 9 
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ſo generous and noble even in the 
midſt of his miſconduct, — that youth, 
now reformed by the dreadful leſſon he 
has received, is not in danger. His life 
will be preſerved, to furniſh the young 
men of the age with the glorious ex- 
ample of a reformation which I believe 
to be complete and ſincere. The ball 
having only glanced on his breaſt, left 
but a ſlight contuſion: and, in the un- 
equal ſtruggle with Varmont, he diſ- 
played ſo much dexterity in parrying 
the dagger repeatedly aimed at his 
breaſt, that his right arm only was 
hurt: and it fortunately happens, that, 
of two wounds he received in it, nei- 
ther is deep or dangerous. 


b | But how unjuſt the deciſion of fate 
in ordaining that the villain Varmont 
ſhould be equally fortunate — The ſhot 


EMILY DE VARMONT., 209 


which was fired at him by his own ſer- 
vant, did little more than graze his 
ſhoulder; and, of the three wounds with 
which I brought him to the ground, 
not one is mortal. The pain which 
Murville begins to feel, prevents him 
from cloſing his eyes during the whole 
night ; and Varmont can already enjoy 
a ſound ſleep ! I fear, that, for the mis- 
fortune and the diſgrace of mankind, 
we ſhall reſtore that monſter to the ſo- 
ciety of men. In that caſe I ſhould 
have much reaſon to regret that I did 
not redouble my blows. | 


On the other hand, the unfortunate 
Lafleur, whoſe eyes were now opened 
- by the queſtions we had been obliged 
to put to him, and by the increaſing 
pains which racked his whole frame, 
ſoon conjectured what the phyſician 
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had already whiſpered to us. -“ I am 
certainly poiſoned !“ was his conſtant 
exclamation. — At length, as the me- 


dicines which were adminiſtered at- 
forded him no relief, and the convul- 


five fits ſeized him with greater fre- 
quency and violence, he begged that 
Emily, Dolerval, and I, ſhould attend 
at his bed-ſide, to receive his dying 
confeſſion. 'The following are nearly 
the whole of the particulars of which 


you are yet ignorant: but I do not pre- 


tend to repeat them in the original 


coarſeneſs of expreſſion i in which he ge 


n them. - 


« When I took > boat to my 1 


at Breſt, I knew no. aing of hat he 
had been doing en board the Cen- 
„ tgur. When once the crime was 
* committed, Varmont declared to me, 
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* that, if I betrayed. him, he would 
„ confefs the whole, but would accuſe 
me of being his accomplice, and 
„would maintain that affertion to his 
* laſt moment. — Soon after, learning 
that his victim was ſtill in exiſtence, 
* he charged me to go and complete 
our operation,” as he called it. My 
* only inducement to undertake the 
« commiſiion was my fear leſt the for- 
% mer crime ſhould be diſcovered, and 
Varmont ſhould bring me to the ſcaf- 
« fold along with himſelf. . But I had 
not ſufficient ᷑ourage for ſuch a deed: 
« nevertheleſs I perſuaded” my maſter. 
« that I had punCualſFobeyed his or- 
ders. — Varmont, who no doubt at 
ready meditated my deſtruQtion, re- 
„ tained me in his ſervice: and 1 — 

<« wretched man that I was! -I re- 
* mained with him, — partly terrified 
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e by his threats. of vengeance in caſe 
« I ſhould quit him, and more eſpeci- 
« ally, I own it, in hopes of at length 
s obtaining the ſum of money he had 
« promiſed as my reward. — He conti- 
* nued to amuſe me. with fair pro- 
« miſes, until he ſhould find an oppor- 
e tunity of ſecuring me beyond the 
« reach of danger, as he expreſſed him- 
« ſelf. At length, about the beginning 
of this month he told me that Mon- 
_ « ſieur Murville having inſulted him, 
and refuſed to give him any ſatisfac- 
„tion, he was determined to force him 
« into a duel. © I cannot,” added he, 
* © compel him to it at Breſt, where he 
© has a number of friends, and where 
] muſt be cautious of making my ap- 
* pearance : but do you, my dear La- 
fleur, haſte thither — watch his mo- 
* tions — and the moment he has the 
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e misfortune to quit the town, follow 
« him wherever he goes — and write 
«© me word where I can meet him! - 
« Unfortunate wretch that I was! I 
« gave into the ſnare. On the receipt 
« of my firſt letter, my maſter came 
« with all haſte to the vicinity of Tours, 
« where Monſieur Murville had been 
« four days in concealment. I could 
* not tell why it was — but yeſterday 
* my mind foreboded ſome evil that 
„ awaited me. In the morning I gave 
“ Varmont an account of a converſa- 
* tion I had juſt had with Monſieur 
« Murville's poſtillion, with whom I 
© had taken a glaſs, and who informed 
© me that his maſter intended to return 
* in the evening to his country-ſeat, 
c accompanied by a young fellow-tra- 
„ yeller. — © We muſt lie in wait for 
* him on his paſſage,” replied he with 
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a look of the greateſt ſatisfaction.— 
“ Accordingly we took our ſtation a- 
« bout noon in the ſpot where you met 
* us. There we remained on the watch 
the whole day; and when it was now 
dark night, I heard the rattle of a poſt- 
e chaiſe, and could diftinguiſh James's 
* yoice encouraging his horſes, Ha!! 
* exclaimed my ſcoundrel maſter, © tis 
„ell! but do you, my dear Lafleur,” 
„added he, taking from his pocket a 
*, bottle of brandy, of which he knows 
Jam paſſionately fond, — do you 
“begin by taking a dram : —1t will 
give you ſtrength and courage; and 
perhaps I may ſtand in need of 
« your aſſiſtance. — I haſtily emptied 
the bottle, and then for the firſt time 


E recollefting myſelf, © But, Sir,” ſaid 
I, *I have no arms.” — *© Poltroon ! 
* replied he in a brutal manner, tis 
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« juſt as it ſhould be. Raſcal! you 
have once deceived me. Well! look 
« on at preſent, and leave me to act: 
« but do not flinch ; or, by heaven, I 
« inſtantly blow your brains out!“ — 
At theſe words he ſprang out into the 
© road; and as ſoon as he could diſtin- 
guiſh Monſieur Murville's livery, he 
< levelled his piſtol at poor James, and, 
« with the muzzle almoſt touching his 


« car, diſcharged his ſhot, and killed 9 


« him. — What happened afterwards, 
„you already know.” 


It was near an hour, Dorothy, be- 
fore we could collect this dreadful 
confeſſion, which was every moment 
interrupted by the excruciating ago- 
nies of the unfortunate wretch who was 
making it. He concluded by begging 
a thouſand pardons of Emily, whole 
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whole frame was agitated by the min- 
gled emotions of terror and pity, dur- 
ing the ſhocking recital. — He then re- 
queſted her bleſſing; and ſoon after, 
Happy to ſee his ſufferings at an end, 
he breathed his laſt. 


I cannot find words to deſcribe to 
you the admirable conduct of your ſiſ- 


ter during the whole courſe of that, fa- 
tal night. Figure to yourſelf our dear 
Emily alarmed- at the long-continued 


ſwoon of her murderer — refuſing to 
quit us, except for one ſhort moment 
to acquaint you with a part of her new 
misfortunes—haſtening back to the bed 
where lay Varmont, on whom ſhe ſtil] 
beſtowed the tender appellation of bro- 


ther, but who was incapable of hear- 
ing her voice —next running to viſit 


Murville, whom her tender attention 
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aſtoniſhed and conſoled at the ſame 
time — endeavouring to revive the 
drooping ſpirits of Dolerval who was 
unk in the deepeſt deſpair — inſpiring 
even me with courage and reſolution 
to bear up againſt this cruel reverſe of 
fortune —mingling her tears with thoſe 
of Madame D'Etioles — and ſighing 
over the deathbed. of the unfortunate 
accomplice of Varmont. . 


But, on the other hand, conceive, 
even in the midſt of her misfortunes, 
the triumph that attends her virtues: 
ſo Jong perſecuted, and her innocence 
ſo late diſcovered. : Repreſent to ur- 
. felf my dear Eleonora leſs afflicted per- 
, haps by her own griefs than by thoſe 
of ber friend, — Dolerval bitterly re- 
proaching himſelf for the unjuſt jea- 
louſy he had entertained, and the in- 
eie L 
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jurious ſuſpicions he had been tempted 
to harbour, —and Murville now more 
fully convinced of the wrongs he had 
done to her, — more deeply repentant 
of his 'paſt conduct, — more ſeverely 
mortified that he had not laboured to 
merit the eſteem of that adorable wo- 
man — © Yes! Doleryal !” cries he, 
truly adorable, as 8 ns — 
ed her! * | 


But, above all the reſt, conceive, if 
poſſible, how much I am at once both 
enchanted and diſtracted by the ſight 
of thoſe two women, who, if not equal- 
| e. have at leaſt equal claims 


to my adoration. Figure to yourſelf, 
if you can, what horrors, what charms, 
I find in the diverſified ſcene which 
this eventful criſis has preſented to my 
view. 
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BoviLE to DoroTHY. 


12th December, 5 in the afternoon. 


WEEP, Dorothy !—you have nolonger 
a brother. — Rejoice !—the earth is rid 
of a monſter ! 


The clock had announced the hour 
of noon — Emily ſtill ſat immovable by 
his bed-ſide, and impatiently waited 
the termination of a reſtleſs unrefreſh- 
ing ſleep which ſeemed to have op- 
preſſed him ; — when, ſuddenly awak- 
ing, he darted a ſavage look at his ſiſ- 
ter — recogniſed her — and furiouſly 
ſprang from the bed. towards her. She 
ſcreamed with terror, and betook 
herſelf to flight. I inſtantly flew to 


her aſſiſtance, and ſtopped the ruffian. 
L 2 
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Lucky it was that I did fo!— one mo- 
ment later, and he would have ſeized 
Emily — he would have ſacrificed her. 
Meanwhile the returning paroxyſm of 
his fever gave him prodigious ſtrength, 
and I muſt unavoidably have been over- 
powered, if my friends had not all to- 
gether run to my aſſiſtance. When I 
was diſengaged from his graſp, the 
blood-thirſty tiger, thus diſappointed 
of his prey, turned all his rage againſt 
himſelf, He furiouſly rolled on the 
floor—mangling his own fleſh, and tear- 
ing away the dreflings of his wounds. 
An attempt was made to prevent him: 
but I cried out, © No! let his deſtiny 
take its courſe ! - Is it not better that 
he ſhould die here than on a public 
| ſcaffold? Have not his crimes already 

brought ſufficient affliction on his fami- 
ly ? do you wiſh, that, by an effect of the 
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cruel prejudices of the age “, he ſhould 
moreover entail infamy and difgrace 
upon his relatives by ſuffering an igno- 
minious death from the hand of the 
executioner ? Beſides, what execu— 
tioner can be found, whoſe hand is 
ſufficiently baſe and deteſtable for ſuch 
a wretch? — Let the infamous villain 
himſelf execute the decrees of aveng- 
ing fate. Varmont alone is worthy to 
Inflict due puniſhment on Varmont.“ 


J have, Dorothy, too great a reſpect 
for your feelings, to repeat to you all the 
horrible expreſſions which his impure 
lips uttered during his laſt moments. 
I will not diſtreſs you by deſcribing the 


* Guilt, not the gallows, conſtitutes the ſhame. 
This beautiful maxim is henceforward conſe- 
crated by a wiſe decree of the Convention, and 
by a great example, 
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inceſſant ravings of his diſtracted mind, 
haunted by the moſt frightful ſpectres. 
I will not tell- you in what ſhocking 
delirium he paſt the laſt five hours of 
his dreadful agony. But you may re- 
ly on it, that hell itſelf has not tor- 
ments equal to thoſe he ſuffered. 


At length he has breathed his laſt — 
he has juſt expired, renouncing' his fa- 
mily, his country, and his God. 


_  -Happily his ſiſter was not preſent, 
to hear his expiring groan. She — af- 
fectionate and credulous woman — til] 
relied on the mercy of heaven, — as if 
heaven could have any mercy in ſtore 
for ſuch a deteſtable villain—or a death- 
bed repentance, extorted only by the 
goading apprehenſions of almighty juſ- 
tice, could have any merit in the all- 
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ſeeing eye of the undeceivable ſearcher 
of hearts! — She earneſtly entreated us 
to procure a prieſt to hear Varmont's 
confeſſion, and give him abſolution be- 
fore he died: and as none of us ſeemed 
to her to make ſufficient haſte, ſhe her- 
ſelf, in that moment of confuſion, ran 
forth in queſt of a clergyman to ad- 
miniſter / ſpiritual conſolation to her 
agoniſing brother. Unfortunate wo- 


man! ſhe, quitted the affecting ſcer e 


within doors, only to encounter a new 
ſubje& of affliction abroad 
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EulILVY to Dozoruy. 


w e 16. 


5 Ava ER duch a fatal nn af- 


ter ſo dreadful an explofion, it would 


have been utterly . improper that Do- 


lerval and Bovile ſhould; remain above 
four and twenty hours longer in the 


place which reſounded with the ſighs 


of the ill-fated Eleonora and the afffic̃t- 


ed Emily, Accordingly they ſet out 


three days ago, and have together en- 
tered on ſhip-board, there ſilently to 
indulge their ſorrows and their hopes 
—yes! Dorothy! their hopes! —the 


manner in which Bovile bade me adieu, 


has inſpired my deſponding heart with 


freſh courage. 
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« That government,” ſaid he,“ whoſe 
galling yoke weighs ſo heavy on the 
neck of every Frenchman, cannot much 


longer ſupport itſelf. The iron rod of 


tyranny, ſmeared with the filth of cor- 
ruption, diſgraces the nation on whom 
it is inflicted, and begins to wear out 


her aſtoniſhing patience. Nevertheleſs, 


her enemies, blindly actuated by an 
inconceivable infatuation, inſtead of 


alleviating the weight of her chains, | 


are daily employed in labouring to 
render them ſtill more heavy and op- 
preſſive. The meaſure will ſoon be fill- 
ed— the hour now rapidly approaches, 


when my country will have no other 


alternative than ruin or regeneration. 

Ah! I am willing to cheriſh the fond 

hope that the guardiangenius of France, 

ever watchful for her fafety, will ſup- 

port her during the convulſions at- 
Ls5 
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tendant on that criſis —a tremendous 
criſis, no doubt, but which alone, after 
ſome moments of anguiſh, can reſtore 
her to her former youth and beauty, 
endue her with undecaying vigour, and 
replace her in the foremoſt rank among 
nations. When that happy day ſhines 
forth, its beams ſhall inſtantly diſpel a a 
dark hoſt. of prejudices, ancient and 
contemptible as the ignorance and 
ſuperſtition which gave them birth. 
Then,” added he, ſqueezing my hand, 
* your dear Dorothy ſhall no longer 
ſigh in vain: for the cloiſters ſhall be 
forced to open their gates, and ſuffer 
their victims to recover their liberty: 
— then, poor Father Sevin, now ſo 
wretched, will be able to find ſome 
conſolation upon earth : for celibacy, 
hunted and purſued to the very altar, 
thall no longer be permitted to deyour 


— 
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whole generations of the human ſpecies: 
—then, eſpecially,” continued he, falling 
on his knees before Madame D'Etioles, 
our tribunals ſhall no longer reſound 
with thoſe ſuits for divorces, proſecuted 
with ſo much ſcandal], obtained at the 
expenſe of ſo much ſhame, and pro- 
ductive of no other conſequence than 
that of condemning young. people, 
who are thus ſeparated but not diſ- 
united, to drag on the remainder of 
their lives between the evils of celi- 
bacy on the one hand, and the crime 
of adultery on the other. Then will a 
total ſtop be put to thoſe; prudential 
marriages, as they are falſely denomi- 
nated, — thoſe marriages haſtily con- 
tracted by miſtaken young people, who, 
without making. any further inquiry 
than/ as to the amount of property on 
each ſide, think they know each other 
* ING | 
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ſuſfeiently, ut often eoneeive mu- 
tual hatred and deteſtation as ſoon as 
they become better acquainted with 
each other's ' diſpoſition,” Then, too, 
ſnall we ſee crowding to te altars; 
eager to become huſbands and fathers' 
of families another ſet of men, not 
leſs unfortunate than the preceding 
thoſe whoy terrified by the example of 
the pteſent marriages, and afraid to 
hazard a union with a woman to whom 
they muſt be tied for life, make it their 
buſineſs, ſooner or later; to ſeduee the 
wires of their neighböurs. And nowz 
how: many laws, think you, are fequi- 
ſite to operate an immediate regenera- 

tion of manners throughout this vaſt 
empire, — to enſure to millious of in- 
dividuals the termination of their mi- 
ſery, or the commencement of their 
happinefsx— A ingte one! a law to 
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authorife divorces! The certain con- 
ſequence of ſuch a regulation would 
be to prevent the neceſſity of divorces; 
as it would prove a ſalutary check on 


both huſbands and wives, and lay them 


under a ſtrict obligation to preſerve, in 
the marriage ſtate, that mutual reſpect, 
that delicate regard, thoſe tender cares, 
thoſe flattering attentions, which firſt 
gave birth to their love for each other, 
and by which it may be every day in- 
creaſed! As ſoon as that beneficent 
law is 'proelaimed, thouſands of un- 
forturiate individuals will break the 
marriage chain, which is daily bathed 
with their tears — that chain which is 
now forged with the adamantine links 


of indiffolubility : — thouſands of lovers 


will, under happier auſpices, form the 
wiſhedifor union; — Dolerval will ob- 
tam the woman he loves ;—and Bovile 
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— the happy Bovile — will recover his 
Eleonora,” 


f 
( 


Such were his parting words, which 
our fond credulity eaſily collected, and 
takes a pleaſure in recalling. to me- 
mory.. +8 


Meantime, however, that diſtant hope: 
does not ſufficiently ſupport Madame 
D'Etioles under the preflure,, of her 
grief, and of.... (I would not venture 
to uſe the expreſſion, if the unfortunate 
woman herſelf had it not conſtantly in 
her mouth) . . . of her remorſe. Not- 
withſtanding all my efforts to conſole 
her, I ſee her hourly ſinking into a 
more and more profound melancholy, 
of which I dread the conſequences ' as, 
well to herſelf as to the innocent crea- 
ture whom ſhe bears in her womb — 
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a circumſtance which is, to her, a 
ſource of the moſt poignant anguiſh. 


At leaſt it would be ſome alleviation 
of my diſtreſs, if I were only condemn- 
ed to witneſs her affliction. But there 
is another ſcene, not leſs afflictive, 
which, though it was but once pre- 
ſented to my view, is ever preſent to 
my mind, and harrows up my ſoul 
with the painful recollection. Oh! 
pity me, Dorothy ! pity me ! 
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ExNIL y to Dorortny, 
Tours, January 4, 1783. 


IT is now, my dear Dorothy, ſix days 
ſince I received your letter; and the 
grief that it cauſed me was the only 
circumſtance which has hitherto de- 
prived me of the conſolation of writing 
to you in return, Notwithſtanding the 
wrongs we have both fuffered from Ma- 
dame de Varmont, I could not refrain 
from bewailing her untimely death — I 
could not refuſe the tribute of my tears 
to the memory of one who, with all 
her faults, was ſtill my mother. - 

I am entirely of your opinion, and 
entertain not the ſmalleſt doubt that it 
was the news of her ſon's crimes, too 
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foon wafted to her ear by the voice of 
public report, that prematurely hurried 
her to the grave. What anguiſh ſhe muſt 
have ſuffered in her laſt moments! Oh! 
God! thou God of juſtice and of mer- 
cy! her ſorrow has ſurely atoned for 
her faults; and let her obtain thy for- 
—_—_ as ſhe has mine! 


A, —_ — — 


1 

1 

| 
14 
i 
ls 
th 


21. 
— — — 
— 
— 


You tell me; 1 that there 
now exiſts no obſtacle, to prevent my 
repairing to your ſolitude, and there 
giving and receiving thoſe mutual con- 
ſolations of which we both ſtand ſo 
much in need. Allow me, however, Al 


to entertain a different, opinion. M 
company becomes henceforth indiſpen- 
ſably necefſary to Madame D'Etioles. 
Jam to attend her to a diſtant and ob- 
ſcure village where ſhe intends to con- 
ceal herſelf during the laſt months of 
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her pregnancy, and her lying-in. ' Af- 
ter that, we will both — for ſhe has 
authoriſed me to make the promiſe — | 
we will both take refuge in your con- 
vent. — Monſieur Murville, already re- 
covered of his wounds, is now at Breſt ; 
but he has given his ſiſter room to hope 
that he will -accompany her to Paris, 
when ſhe and I go to take up our abode 
in the ſame. houſe with my dear ſiſter, 
8 Purſuant to this plan, I have already 
made all my arrangements. I know 
your diſpoſition, Dorothy I know 
you will not require that I ſhould 
abandon my friend in the hour of her 
Nee an diſtreſs. 


As to mat ſubject of afiQtion 
which you accuſe me of a wiſh ta 
conceal from 'you, Dorothy, I ſhall 
acquaint you with the whole — 1 
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ſhall give you a long detail of particu- 
lars, which, in the firſt moments of 
my cruel agitation, I had fortunately 
almoſt all forgotten : but they have 
ſince been too diſtinctly brought back 
to my recollection by the efforts of 
buſy memory, which, by a certain 
involuntary impulſe, inceſſantly reverts 
to them. | | 


In the paroxyſins of his raging fever; 
my dear Dorothy, Varmont had at- 
tempted to ſacrifice his ſiſter. — Diſap- 
pointed in his attempt, he vainly ſtrug- 
gled under all the agonies of a dread- 
ful delirium; and my only hopes for 
him reſted on the boundleſs mercies 
of the Almighty. I fondly hoped that 
the all-powerful conſolations of religion 
would reſtore his reaſon, and recall 
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him to a due ſenſe of his ſituation. 1 
repeatedly called for a prieſt — but I 
ſaw no prieſt arrive. At length, in 
one of thoſe terrible moments when 
the frantic rage of my unfortunate 
brother engaged the attention of every 
one preſent; I ran out of the houſe. It 
was not in the city, where I am 
wholly unacquainted, that I went to 
inquire for a prieſt: — no — I flew to 
the neighbouring village, fully per- 
ſuaded that the rector of St. Cyr 
would not refuſe me his aſſiſtance. 


3 
7 


With tbe rapidity of lightning I 
reached the preſbytery. The door 
was opened to me by Madame D'Eti- 
vles' old fervant, Rouſſel, who with an 
air of aſtoniſhment akked what was my 
buſineſs. 1 
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« | wiſh to ſpeak to Father 86. 
vin,” was my anſwer, SH 


„ To Father Se vin, Madam!“ 
e Yes, certainly.” 


% To Father Sevin !” exclaimed he 
again — © Are you ſerious, Madam ?” 


« A pretty queſtion, truly !” replied I, 
— and at the ſame time gently puſhing 
the ſervant aſide, I entered the houſe. 


e Well, Madam,” ſaid da e it does 
not become me to uſe violence againſt 
you: but —look in the garden yon- 
der.“ 


I flew to the garden, and * Quick! 
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quick! Father Sevin,” ſaid J,. —“ make 
_ haſte!” 

6“ Pooh !” replied he “ is ſhe there?” 
Of whom are you ſpeaking ?” 


.Cc, Why, of her, to be: ſure ! — Of 
. elſe ſhould I Þ 2Þen | pg” 


We do not ſeem to underſtand 
each other, — 'Tis to a dying man I 
requeſt you to come, to perform the 
laſt duties for him.“ 


15 Hah ! i8 that all ?” cried he, 
turning from me. 


“ But 'tis one of my relatives who 
is dying.” 
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« Well! there is no hurry. = And, 
beſides, why do you come to tell me 1 
of —__ Let us _— talk of mar= 
riage.” 1 i 


8 But, Sir 2 + * * © 8 


* I will not go, fair lady ! — She 
may come while I'm abroad — Think, 
indeed... Sg 17 


„„ Uncle!” 


At this expreſſion, he turned round, 
and gazed on me— but with a look 
that impreſſed me at once with a full 
conviction of his melancholy ſtate, 
which, in my extreme agitation, I had | 
not before perceived. geh | 


—  .}_4 > ev no 
- 2 


* Yes!” ſaid he in a gentle tone 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


/ 
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« *twas ſo ſhe uſed to call me Then 

you are acquainted with her? . | 

21. | | | 8 
My dear Abele * I chi 


and in the firſt emotions of my ſurpriſe 


and compaſſion, I ſtretched out my 
hand to take hold of his. 


bed Touch it not!“ cried he, drawing 
back his hand — © touch it not. ſhe 
has kiſſed that hand! Look! ſee! 
there is the ſpot where ſhe kiſſed it! — 
Oh! charming woman! oh! dearly- 
beloved! here ſnhe dropped a tear — I 
fried: it up with my lips — and I felt 
it on my heart. — Take care ! you'll 
trample on that woodbine ! I'd rather 
| Fou ſhould: trample on my body. Twas 
ſhe that trained it up and take great 
care of it. The others ſtand the win- 


ter well enough: but this muſt be 


1 
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uncommonly tender; and, for greater 
ſafety, I protect it with ſtraw, — Come 
this' way! See thoſe” flowers! I have 
placed them under the glaſs-caſe, be- 
cauſe 1 am determined to preſerve 
them as long as I live. Let me tell 
you —ſhe has a hundred times watered 
them with her own hands! Don't you. 
think, that, when ſhe. comes back, 
ſhe'll be delighted to find- them all-in 
the moſt thriving condition?” “ 

Whilſt he thus ſpoke to me, Doro- 
thy, I felt conſiderable uneaſineſs, and 
Was —— e back 8 
d e eren enen | 
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ee You avoid that bower,” ſaid he 
— “ and you do well! — In that ſpot, 
the god of love acts the tyrant ! Twas 
there my boſom was rent by cruel and 
Vo“. III. M 
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cauſeleſs jealouſy tas there my com- 
plaint began Good God what a 
dreadful complaint)! it nearly cauſed 
my death I ſhhbuld have dled, but 
for Dolerval. E had taken it into my 
head that ſhe prefetred him tome! 1 
was not aware bhat ſhe could not give 
me any proofs. of her afſection, until 
prieſts were allowed to marry.— TWas 
me ſhe. loved, and not Dolerval! He 
told me ſo himſelf — the dear friend! 
— he did more than that ! One day — 
on that day I was ready to ſink into the 
_ Gther.world;—:I could neither cat, nor 
drink, nor fleep — I. wes. ill-bumoured, 
—peeviſh—inceſſantly ſcolding—ſtrik- 
ing every one that came in my way! — 
Well! Madam, on that day my, dear 
friend artivet, and brought with him. 
a fine gentleman from Paris — a well- 


looking, good-humoured man — a man 


» 
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of ſpwit too, for he was not afraid of 


me; — and ſuch a ſcholar 1 — he ſpoke 
Latin as fluently as I could. — That 


gentleman, Madam, was the father of 


the woman I love. — © Do not fret,” ſaid 
he; * ſhe loves you : ſhe will come 
back to-morrow : — to-morrow the 
Prieſts will be married.“ 


At this time, Dorothy, 1 Was in the 


court-yard, and was haſtening towards 
the outer gate: —© Stay a moment,” 
ſaid he — “ ſtep into the houſe,” — 1 
did not chooſe to comply, and was 
ſtill retiring, when he caught hold of 
my arm. Immediately Rouſſel, in a 


whiſper, adviſed me to make no reſiſts | 


ance, aſſuring me that he would not 
do me the ſmalleſt injury. I therefore 
yielded to his entreaties, and followed 
him to the parlour, where we were 
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ſcarcely entered when a whole flock 
of birds came fluttering about us, ſe- 
veral of them chirping Juliette, Ju- 
liette :” one of the number in particu- 
lar very diſtinctly pronounced, « She'll 
come to-morrow.' : 
* | 

« Yes!” exclaimed my unfortunate 
uncle, leaping with joy — © yes ! for 
to-morrow the prieſts will be married. 
expected her indeed to-day,” conti- 
nued he, pointing to the table which 
was laid for dinner: © but I was miſ- 
taken: — to-morrow. is the day — 'tis 
to-morrow that the prieſts will be mar- 
ried. — But, in the mean time, come 
and hear her !” 


At theſe words he condufted me in- 
to the adjoining apartment — ſat down 
near the piano — took up his baſs — 

; 9 1 a 
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flouriſhed a prelude —and would per- 
ſuade me that a woman was ſinging, 
and that he accompanied her. After 
a while, his inſtrument fell from his 
trembling graſp — and he remained for 
ſome minutes motionleſs, and in the 
attitude of a perſon liſtening with the 
moſt profound attention. At length 
he dropped on his knees, exclaiming 
« charming fair | dearly-beloved ! en- 
chanting woman! my ſoul! my life! 
come! haſte] come to-morrow ! to- 
morrow the prieſls will be married!“ 


* 


Such, Dorothy, was his extravagant 
behaviour, which I could not witgels,; 
without ſhedding a flood of tears, and 
ſomewhat indiſcreetly exclaiming — 
« Poor Father S-vin !” | 


OF + | il ö 
« You need not pity me,” repliedd 
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he: — “ I am the happieſt of men. 1 
have heard her finging in this manner 
the whole day long! the whole night, 
me will be preſent to my eyes! But tis 
to-morrow I ſhall really ſee her — to- 
morrow ſhe is to come — for to-mor- 
row the prieſts are to be married, — 
Go, now — go: —1t would be too long 
for you to wait: —it will be at leaſt 
two hours before ſhe ſings again — 
otherwiſe, you know, ſhe would ruin 
her breaſt — and if ſhe was to die — 
if Juliette was to die — the world, the 
whole univerſe, of which ſhe is the 
charm, and delight, would be . 
ately annihilated !” | 


At length we had reached the door, 
and I was truly impatient to eſcape 
from this ſcene, at once ſo painful and. 
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« Ah! ſince you are acquainted with 
her,” ſaid he, ** endeayour to ſee her 
this evening. Speak to her of the man 
who adores her: — be ſure you tell her 
that I have carefully preferved every en- 
dearing token that can recall the pleaſ- 
ing remembrance-of her — that I bur 
for her — that I expect her with all the 
impatience of the moſt ardent lover! — 
Ah! may the come, the charming wo- 
man ! may the come to-morrow ! — 
tis fo-rnorrow that tlie enn are to be 
married My 7 


# 1, „ % . 
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Oh Dorathy ! | my * Dorothy! 
what a deplorabſe fpecimet of human 
reaſon ! Alas! ſuch are the conſequen- 
ces of my. imprudent conduct! Thought- 
leſs woman! to ſeek in this ſpot an 
aſylum from the paſſions ! — Wherever 
' L have made my appearance, I have in- 
M 4 
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troduced diforder and confufion'! In 
whatever direction I'turn-my eyes, I ſee 
nought but misfortune and diſtreſs! 
misfortune” and diſtreſs which I alone 
have cauſed! — Poor Father Sevi! — 
And that young man ! is he leſs to be 
Pitied? does he leſs ardently adore me ? 
—are we not-equally-feparated? can 
I ever be bis? Tell me, Dorothy; as: 
Dolerval leſs an object of pity ? Ves, 
certainly leſs for he is bel... Hea-: 
vens! what was J gbing to werite? 
what thoughts crowd on my mind 
Almoſt under theeyes of a huſband! and 
with a'mother's grave e 
wn fi ist Ly ne Emily!“ 
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Dororur to EmiLY, _ 


Paris, January , 1783. 


YES, my dear and generous Emily; 
come at length to conſole your ſiſter :— 
come ! — but firſt ſave your friend. 


Tell her before-hand — tell that en- 
gaging woman, that ſhe ſhall ſee, by 
the manner in which I receive: her, 
whether or not I am worthy to boaſt of 
being faſter to Emily. 


Meantime, however, behold a new 
cauſe to call forth your tears — your 
bittereſt tears. Read this letter, writ- 
ten in Madame de Varmont's own hand, 
and not found till after the opening of 
her will. You will ſhudder at the per- 

M 5 
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uſal: but you will ſee at leaſt, that ourr 
mother — though criminal in the very 
act which terminated her exiſtence — 
was perhaps ſtill entitled to the conſo- 
lation of having her daughters by her 
fide to receive her dying breath and to 
eloſe her eyes. 


Adieu, my dear Emily! excuſe the 
ſhortneſs of this letter, in conſideration 
of the grief excited in my boſom by that 
which Lincloſe to you. Adieu! 


. 


EMILY bt vakMenf. 
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MA DAME DE VARMO NT to 
her DauGHTERs. 


Paris, December 23, 1782. 


GRACIOUS heaven in what a dark. 
abyſs my ſoul is-loſt! how dreadful, how- 
alarming, the: ſudden gleam of light 
that darts acroſs the tremendous-gloom | 
Before my. eyes, ſtands. in mourning 
garb, and heaving, bitter. ſighs, that 
daughter whom I buried alive; and, 
not far from her, a monſter to whom E 
have given birth — my ſon. — a for 
worthy of his mother ſhedding the 


blood of his younger ſiſter l My eyes | 


have beheld '— but too late-— and are 
now about to:clofe in eternal. darkneſs. 


| You, nevertheteſs, whom L have fo. 
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cruelly ſacrificed — you, my daughters, 
who muſt hitherto have entertained no 
other ſentiments towards me than thoſe 
of deteſtation, — learn at length that I 


am perhaps entitled to your pity. 


I, too, have been ſacrificed by the 
cruelty of my parents — and perhaps 
more inhumanly ſacrificed at the altar 
of Hymen, than you, Dorothy, at that 
of religion. A paſſion, ſtrong in its ve- 
ry birth, had already taken poſſeſſion of 
ny heart, when they introduced to me 
that Monſieur Varmont. Ah-!.ot what 
conſequencey'to a young girl like me, 
were this>tdlents,' his ſervices, the ho- 
nourahle wwaunds he had received in 
fighting his country's [ battles;/ or the 
victories: bel had obtained? Youth and 
beauty were the objects of my deſire: 
Ahe poſſeſſed neither = whereas both 
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were united in the man on whom I had 


previouſly beſtowed my heart. My pa- 
rents ſhould haye approved and confirm- 
ed my choice : but, notwithſtanding my 
earneſt remonſtrances, they refuſed to 
comply with my wiſhes. They tore me 
from the object of my warmeſt affec- 
tions, and conſigned me, like a flave, to 
the arms of this ſtranger. But how great 
was my ſhock, how alarming my terror, 
when once I was fully appriſed of the 
extent of thoſe duties to which they had 
ſubjected me — when 1 reflected that 
the bonds with which they bad fettered 
me, were indiſoluble - — and ſaw, myſelf | 
condemned, , without reſource, without 
reſpite,” to drag, the. burthen of. my de- 
teſted chains eee the whole courſe 


of my li ite! , 3 ll 
Deſpair took poſſeſſion of my ſoul = 


25) EMILY DE vAANM or. 


of a foul equally impetuous in its hatred 
as in its love. Attend, my daughters 
— bluſh at my ſhame — ſhudder at the 
exceſs of miſery which extorts from 
me ſuch a confeſſion — Our ſex — 
groaning under oppreftion in every 
country, in 'evety age = hive but one 
mode of avenging their wrongs — but 
it is an expeditious, an 'eafy, a ſure 
mode. To that I had immediate re- 
ecurſe. Let ybur aſtoniſnment theres 
fore ceafe, thy poor Einily 1 you and 
your allaſſin ate not children of che fate 
father. Madatte de Vurmont alone 
claimed à ſtrare Th bim be Was the 
| offspring neither of Hymen nor even bf 
bos  biit the \Preteditited fruit of 


| 
| 


——— 


„ 1 


2 . 
„ ww * 


adultery, And. my hand trentbles 
| while I write it.. . . even of profiitu- 
| tion, 

1 

| 
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Nor was this all. -T had not com- 
mitted ſuch acts with the intention of 
concealing them from him to whom. I 
expected they would give the greateſt 
uneaſineſs : — on the contrary, I hoped 
to derive an advantage from them — L 
hoped that the bond by which I was tied 
to him would. immediately be diſſolved 
in conſequence. But in this expectation 
I was miſerably diſappointed. The only 
effect that the diſcovery had on my ſto- 
ical huſband, was to render him jealous 
and tyrannical. Nay, that pretended: 
hero was mean enough to torment with 
his odious love a wife who coolly tri- 
umphed in her infidelity, and who ſeem- 
ed to take a pride in her on ſhame. In 
ſpite of my tears and oppofition, he- 
twice rendered me a mother. — Ah !: 
my daughters !. pardon me! I held. you. 
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both in deteſtation— becauſe you both 
were his undoubted offspring. 


| Meantime I 3 my 8 aſſec- 
inn: for my ſon. —a fatal affeQion to 
bim! I early inſtilled into his boſom, 
and carefully foſtered during his ad- 
vancing years,. a hatred: for his ſiſters, 
I repreſented the children of his ſup- 
r. father as the unwelcome co-heirs 
of an, ample. fortune — as intruders who 
would one day deprive. him of the chief 
part of that immenſe property which 
was a .poor., compenſation. for the tor- 
ments] endured on, his. account. Sa- 
vage youth! how fully he profited by 
AY criminal inſtructions! how  worthi- 

y, he has repaid my aku. e! 


* ell! although his crimes, 188 
atrocity has no doubt been extenuated 
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Hive reported them to my ear — al- 
though his crimes have curdled my 
blood with horror, his cruel ſpirit has 
taken poſſeſſion of me : — his ſoul, in- 
ſenſible to the cries of blood, has taken 
up its abode in my boſom. The bar- 
barian, even after death, ſtill urges me 
to unnatural deeds. His furious ſpirit 
goads me on: and 'tis by another crime 
that his mother is to follow him to the 
grave into which his own crimes have 
prematurely plunged him ! 


Adieu, my daughters! — your fa- 
ther's piſtols lie before me on the table: 
—.I have loaded them without ſhud- 
dering — without ſhuddering, I will uſe 
them. — I do not intend, by relying for 
my deſtruction on the painful effects of 
a tardy poiſon, to expoſe myſelf to be 


- — — — — —— — — 
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tortured: by the cruel aſſiſtance of phy 
ſicians, and feeble victim! to ſtrug- 
gle with death for. ſome hours.' No! 
let a ſudden, 2 ſingle, an irremediable 
ſtroke terminate my exiſtence! and let 
thoſe, warriors who ſo. proudly. plume 
themſelves on their courage let them 


learn from my example, that even a wo- 


man is capable of Guat their boaſt- 
ed heroiſm. 1 5 


But, what ! no friend at hand to ſup- 
port me in the agony inſeparable from 
thoſe laſt moments? — not a word of 
conſolation to ſaoth my: departing ſoul ? 
— none of my children to cloſe my 


4 darkened eyes? — My children? — 


wretched woman! I never had hut one! 
'Tis he who awaits my arrival in the 
other world — who calls me — who 


| urges my. departure 1— "tis he who will 


— 
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moſt amiable, and which I have ren- 
dered the .moſt wretched ! — Alas! 1 
ſhall no longer be in exiſtence when 
they receive this monument of my un- 


availing remorſe! I have lived only to 


make them unhappy; and even the 
manner of my. death will perhaps call 
forth their bitter tears — But what dan- 
| gerous ideas crowd around my imagi- 
nation, and unnerve my hand] A mo- 
ment of weakneſs may come upon me! 
quick ! quick, then ! let me haſten my 
departure — it is full time. — Emily ! 
Dorothy! adieu! adieu, my daughters! 
and do thou, Varmont, receive the 


ſhade of thy mother! 


END, 
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